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Being  Your  Own  Partner 


The  man  who  owns  securities  of  an  electric  light  and  power  com- 
pany and  who  directly  or  indirectly  uses  that  light  or  power  uses 
his  own  electricity. 

As  a customer  he  helps  bring  about  a fair  return  on  his  own  money, 
and  sees  his  investment  increase  in  importance  as  the  industry  grows. 

When  a man  is  both  an  investor  and  a customer  he  is  truly  his  own 
partner. 

TURNERS  FALLS  POWER  and  ELECTRIC  Co. 


Savings  Department 


Safe  Deposit  Boxes 


Commercial  Accounts 


We  Want  Your  Business 


CROCKER  NATIONAL  BANK 


Turners  Falls,  Mass. 
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THE  MONTAGUE 
ROD  AND  REEL  CO. 


Manufacturers  of 

1 FISHING  RODS,  REELS, 

SNELLED  HOOKS,  LEADERS,  Etc. 

MONTAGUE  CITY,  MASS. 


Griswoldville 

i 

I Manufacturing  Company 


Manufacturers  of 


COTTON  GOODS 


Turners  Falls,  Mass. 


Griswoldville,  Mass. 
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(John  JJusseu,  Cutlery  Company 


»Rhjssell 

GREEN  RIVER  WORKS 


TURNERS  FALLS,  MASS.,  U.  S.  A, 
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F.  MARTINEAU  & SON 

GENERAL 

CONTRACTORS 

TURNERS  FALLS,  MASS. 


ELECTRIC  STEEL  CASTINGS 
COMPANY 

TURNERS  FALLS.  MASS. 
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More  Time  for  Recreation 
When  Your  Home  is  Automatically  Heated 
WITH  A 

QUIET  MAY  Automatic  OIL  BURNER 

Geo.  Starbuck  and  Sons 

Turners  Falls 


L.  A.  TUPPER 

Furniture 

FOURTH  STREET 
TURNERS  FALLS 


HARDWARE 


E.  M.  Gulow  & Co.,  Inc. 


TURNERS  FALLS 


“The  Bank  With  the  Chimes’ 

CROCKER 
INSTITUTION  FOR 
SAVINGS 

Turners  Falls,  Mass. 

Incorporated  1869 


Deposits  received  daily,  and  will  be 
put  on  interest  the  first  day  of  every 
month. 

Dividends  are  payable  January  1st 
and  July  1st 


Assets  $4,750,000 


Banking  Hours,  9 A.  M.  to  3 P.  M. 
Saturdays,  9 A.  M.  to  12.30  P.  M. 


PATRONIZE  THE  ADVERTISERS 
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WHETHER  YOU  NEED 
SHOES 

THOMAS  BROS.  j 

gt | i 

Or  Want  Your  Old  Shoes  To 
Look  Like  New 

KM 

member  or  i 

rne  common  brick 
MANUFACTURER'S 

ASSOCIATION  2 

OF  AIM  ERIC  A 

CALL  AT 

CONTRACTORS 

PFERSICKBROS. 

THIRD  STREET 

and 

BRICK  MANUFACTURERS 

Since  1880 

“TIME  WILL  TELL” 

Z 

McCarthy 

i 
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For  QUALITY,  STYLE  and  PRICE  j 

THE  CLOTHIER 

TRY  THE 

Buddy  Serge  Suits 

ELITE  SHOPPE 

A SPECIALTY 

TURNERS  FALLS 

JUNIOR 

I 

Compliments  of 

! 

j PRIZE  SPEAKING 

THE  SHEA  THEATRE 

MAY 

16th 

D.  J.  SHEA 
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The  Greenfield  Tap  and  Die  Corporation  is  a good  place  to  work. 
There  are  usually  openings  for  both  young  men  and  women  with 
plenty  of  chance  for  advancement. 

There  are  also  social  organizations  for  both  boys  and  girls. 
“Work  in  Greenfield’' 


CORPOS  AT  I O N 


GREEN  FI  ELD, 


MASS..  U.S.A. 


Greenfield  Electric  Light 
and  Power  Company 

SERVICE 


THE  ADVERTISERS  HAVE  DONE  THEIR  DUTY 
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Compliments  of 

MOHAWK  ENGRAVING 
COMPANY 

Greenfield , Massachusetts 


SPRINGFIELD 
ATHLETIC  SUPPLY 
COMPANY 


Chestnut  Street 


Springfield,  Mass. 
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THE  CANDY  MOTHER  MAKES 

When  sister  Ann  starts  in  to  cook. 

She  uses  Grandma’s  great  big  book. 
She’s  fussy  how  the  stove  will  heat 
But  she  can’t  make  candy  fit  to  eat. 

Now  brother  Jack,  when  he  tries  his 
powers 

Raves  over  the  receipt  for  hours, 

But  when  on  the  floor  he  spills  a dob 
He  says,  “Oh  heck  it’s  a woman’s  job.” 

But  when  my  mother  does  the  cooking, 
We  don’t  any  of  us  start  looking, 

We  never  have  the  slightest  doubt 
How  her  candy  will  turn  out. 

Now  Mother  never,  never,  hurries, 

' oci  yne  never,  never,  never,  worries, 
She  starts  in  with  a smile  and  jest 
And  her  candy  turns  out  the  best. 

Kathleen  Mackin  ’30. 
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EASTER  SATURDAY 

The  day  is  done  and  I am  tired ! 

All  day  down  in  the  busy  market  place 

That  strange  ghetto  that  knows  not  creed  or  race — 

I have  been  selling  shoes. 

Yes  I am  tired — but  somehow  feel  content 
As  though  it  were  a day  well  spent. 

The  busy  street  is  quiet  now  and  bare 

Save  for  some  late  shoppers  hurrying  here  and  there. 

And  as  I make  my  sale 

It  seems  each  tells  a different  tale. 

First,  come  a group  of  school  girls — 

All  laughing  and  chatting  together, 

Their  hearts  and  manners  gay 
Enjoying  their  brief  holiday. 

Come  sturdy  little  boys 

Their  clean,  scrubbed  faces  solemn,  wise. 

And  foreign  women,  with  their  wonderous  eyes. 

Always  with  children  grouped  about  them 
Madonnas  in  a shawl — 

Yes,  shoes  for  all.  Is  not  tomorrow  Easter? 

Then  came  a sorrowing  father 

Whose  son  was  this  day  called  in  sudden  death — 

Who  with  tear-dimmed  eye  and  loving  care 
Selects  the  dear  one’s  burial  pair. 

And  as  he  wept — 

A young  man  bought  a babe’s  “First  Step.” 

An  aged  husband  came  to  help  his 

Grey  haired  wife  decide 

And  by  her  choice  he  did  himself  abide. 

Two  flappers  with  delighted  squeals 
Strut  about  on  high  heels 
They  must  match  this,  they  must  match  that 
Perchance  a coat — perchance  a hat. 

A sweet  old  lady  sitting  near 
Watching — thinks  their  antics  queer — 

So  busy  all  the  day 
Not  a moment  did  I lose. 

You  think  it  strange  that  I should  see  God 
Down  here  mid  all  these  shoes? 

Yet  on  the  morrow  all  I’ve  sold 
Will  go  into  His  service; 

All  on  happy,  joyous  feet, 

Save  He,  who  must  stand  all  alone 
Before  God’s  judgement  seat. 

And  so  with  most  meticulous  care 

I’ve  buttoned,  tied  and  laced 

That,  on  the  morrow,  no  small  discontent 

Back  unto  me  might  be  traced 

That  might  defer  from  thy  most  perfect  worship ! 

Oh  God  o’er  all — Tell  me  I pray 
Have  I done  aught  to  glorify  Thy  Day? 


Bernice  Dolan  ’31. 


YEAST  CAKES 

A Comedy 


Dramatis  Personae 

Mr.  Brown — stricken  with  lack  of 
ambition  and  Spring  Fever. 

Mrs.  Brown — a motherly  sort  of  wo- 
man whose  sole  aim  is  to  cure  the  ills 
of  her  family. 

Sylvia  Brown — thin  pale  girl — very 
much  in  love. 

Dick  Smith — Sylvia’s  fiance. 

Terry  Brown — The  Kid  Brother. 
Setting : 

The  scene  is  laid  in  the  Browns’  sit- 
ting room.  A divan,  easy  chairs  and  a 
radio  occupy  the  center  of  the  stage. 
A full  length  mirror  occupies  one  side 
of  the  room. 

The  scene  opens  with  Sylvia  stretch- 
ed across  the  divan  reading.  Terry 
enters. 

Terry:  “Hello  Sibby.  You  home? 
Where’s  Ma?”  (Moves  toward  radio 
and  starts  to  tune  in)  “say  your  hair 
looks  nice.” 

Sylvia : “Well  what  if  I am  home. 
Why  all  the  soft  soap?  What  do  you 
want  now?” 

Terry:  “Aw  gee!  Can  you  let  me 
have  two  bucks  ? Mother  and  Dad 
are  each  giving  me  2 berries  and,  if 
you’ll  give  me  the  same  I’ll  have 
enough  to  go  to  camp  with  the  fellows.” 

Sylvia:  “How  lovely!  Just  run  right 
out  and  bring  me  my  check  book. — 
Say  how  much  of  a salary  do  you  think 
I get — why  don’t  you  work  and  earn 
some  money  instead  of  begging  it  (radio 
rumbles)  for  heaven’s  sake,  Terry  shut 
that  thing  off.” 

Terry : “Oh  alright,  fuss  budget — 
how  can  a fella  earn  anything  when 


there  isn’t  anything  to  do?  You  make 
me  tired.  You  could  give  me  the  money 
if  you  wanted  to.” 

Sylvia : “Sure-sho-sho.”  (she  goes  on 
reading).  Terry  wanders  around  the 
room  then  turns  radio  on  again.  Sylvia 
jumps  up  from  divan. 

Sylvia : “There’s  no  peace  in  this 
family  when  you’re  home,  Terry  Brown” 
— (she  flounces  out  of  room.  Terry 
tunes  in  the  radio  and  slumps  in  the 
chair  thinking.) 

Radio  Announcer : “This  is  station  W. 
G.  Y.  of  the  General  Electric  Station  in 
Schenectady.  We  are  pleased  to  broad- 
cast an  extremely  interesting  advertis- 
ing scheme  of  the  Fleishman  Yeast 
company.  Any  person  under  20  years 
of  age — living  in  the  United  States  or 
Canada  may  take  part.  All  you  have 
to  do  is  sell  100  cakes  of  Fleishman’s 
Yeast  at  3 cents  per  cake.  Return  $1.00 
and  keep  the  $2.00  as  a reward.  Just 
send  for  the  yeast  today  in  care  of  the 
station  to  which  you  are  listening. 
Thank  You.  We  will  now  continue  our 
broadcast  with  Rudy  Vallee  and  his 
Connecticut  Yankees.”  (Music  plays — 
Terry  listens  a few  minutes  then  turns 
it  off.) 

Terry  to  himself : “I  wonder — that’s 
not  a bad  idea  about  the  yeast  cakes. 
Anyway  they  only  cost  3 cents.  I’ll  write 
W.  G.  Y.  now.”  (goes  to  desk  in  cor- 
ner) Enter  Sylvia.  . 

Sylvia:  “Who  shut  the  radio  off?  I 
thought  I heard  Rudy  Vallee.”  (Turns 
radio  on)  stretches  on  couch  and  listens 
to  Rudy.  Terry  finishes  writing  and 
thrusts  letter  in  pocket  as  Mrs.  Brown 
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enters — sees  Sylvia  on  couch  and  cros- 
ses to  her,  laying  hand  on  Sylvia’s 
head. 

Airs.  B.  “Sylvia,  you  don’t  look  a bit 
well.  I’m  going  to  call  Dr.  James. 
He’ll  give  you  a tonic  that  will  build 
you  up.” 

Sylvia : “Oh  I’m  all  right  Mother. 
Just  tired  that’s  all  and  you  know  Dick 
is  coming  tonight.” 

Mrs.  B.  “Well  he  mustn’t  stay  too 
late.  Poor  child  you  look  just  about 
all  in — (sees  Terry)  Run  down  to 
Koch’s  and  get  a half  dozen  fresh  eggs, 
Son.  I’ll  make  Sylvia  an  eggnog.” 
Terry : “All  right.” 

Mrs.  B : “And  stop  in  to  Aunt  Helen’s 
and  borrow  her  double  egg  beater  when 
you’re  coming  back.” 

Terry : (disgusted)  “Aw  gee  Ma.” 
Mrs.  B : “You  must  earn  your  two 
dollars,  Son.” 

(Terry  exits  muttering)  Airs.  Brown 
straightens  sofa  pillows.  Enter  Air. 
Brown.  He  is  perspiring  a;nd  acts 
tired.  Sinks  into  chair  mopping  his 
brow.) 

Mr.  Brown.  “Whew  it’s  hot.  I never 
felt  so  mean  in  all  my  life.  Why  I’m 
all  in.” 

Mrs.  B : “What  you  need,  dear  is  a 
good  tonic,  Sylvia  needs  one  too  but 
you  are  both  so  hard  to  deal  with.  If 
Sylvia  doesn’t  feel  better  soon  I’m  go- 
ing to  call  Dr.  James. 

Mr.  B:  “Isn’t  sick  is  she?” 

Airs.  B : “No  but  she  hasn’t  any  life 
and  I’m  worried.” 

Mr.  B : "All  she  needs  is  rest  and 
quiet.  If  I don’t  feel  any  better  soon, 
I’m  going  to  take  the  whole  family  out 
to  the  farm.”  (Sylvia  sits  up  quickly). 

Sylvia : "Oh,  Daddy  you  don’t  mean 
that ! Not  take  us  all  out  to  the  farm 
— why  it’s  so  dreadfully  boresome  and 
it’s  so  far  for  Dick  to  drive  and — .” 
Air.  B (crossly)  : “That’t  what  I said 
and  that’s  what  I mean  Sylvia  (he 
storms  about  the  room)  we’re  all  tired 
out  and  a complete  rest  will  do  us  all 
good.” 

Mrs.  B : "But  George  my  spring 
cleaning  has  yet  to  be  done.” 

Air.  B : "Spring  cleaning  or  not.  If 
I don’t  feel  better  in  a week  we’ll  all 
go  out  to  the  farm.”  (exits  stairway  as 
Terry  enters.) 

Airs.  B : "Sylvia  why  don’t  you  go  out 
on  the  porch  it’ll  be  cooler  there.” 
Sylvia : “Gee,  ma,  does  Dad  really 
mean  that  about  going  to  the  farm?” 
Airs.  B : "You  heard  what  he  said 
Sylvia.  He  isn’t  feeling  well  and  he 


does  adore  the  farm.”  (Sylvia  goes  out 
to  porch.) 

Terry:  ‘Who  is  going  to  the  farm? 
Not  me.” 

Mrs.  B : “Your  father  says  that  if  he 
doesn’t  feel  better  in  a week  he’s  going 
to  take  the  whole  family  to  the  Farm.” 
Terry:  "Rats  and  Alice,  Chickens  and 
Lice,  (with  a sudden  thought)  Say,  Ma, 
why  don’t  Dad  and  Sylvia  take  Yeast 
Cakes?  They’re  swell  to  build  you  up. 
Gives  you  a good  complexion  and 
everything.” 

Airs.  B : “Well  Terry — how  do  you 
know  so  much  about  yeast  cakes  ?” 
Have  you  been  listening  to  that  adver- 
tising scheme  they’re  putting  on?” 
Terry:  "Y-e-s — and  Ala  if  Dad  and 
Sibby  will  take  the  yeast  cakes — they’ll 
be  here  tomorrow.  I can  earn  my  $2.00 
easy  as  pie. 

When  you  cook,  eat  or  bake 
Buy  a Fleishman’s  yeast  cake.” 

Airs.  B : “But  Terry  100  yeast  cakes. 
I’m  afraid  you’ll  never  get  rid  of  them. 
But,  I’l  try  and  see  if  I can  get  Sylvia 
to  take  them.” 

(Enter  Sylvia). 

Sylvia:  “Get  me  to  take  what?” 
Airs.  B : “Yeast  cakes.” 

Sylvia : "Oh,  but  mother,  they  taste 
horrible  and  you  have  to  eat  3 a day.” 
Airs.  B : "Well  Sylvia,  I wish  you 
would  try  them.  Now  since  Terry  has 
brought  the  eggs  come  out  in  the 
kitchen  and  drink  an  eggnog.”  (Exit 
Sylvia  and  Airs.  B.  to  kitchen). 

(Door  bell  rings.  Terry  opens  door). 
Terry : "Hello,  Dick,  old  man.”  (Clap 
each  other  on  back.) 

Dick:  "Hello,  yourself — is  Sylvia  in?” 
Terry  : “Yeah  in  the  kitchen  drinking 
eggnog.”  (turns  up  nose)  both  laugh — 
‘Say  Dick  don’t  you  think  Sibby  looks 
peaked  ?” 

Dick : “Why  I hadn’t  noticed  it !” 
Terry : "Well  she  does  and  I think 
if  she’d  eat  yeast  cakes  she’d  feel  bet- 
ter.” 

Dick : “They  say  they’re  good  but — .” 
Terry:  “Gee,  Dick,  if  you’d  tell  Sibby 
to  eat  them,  I know  she  would.  Tell 
her  she’s  getting  too  thin,  she  looks 
skinny  and” — Enter  Sylvia. 

Sylvia : “Why  Dick,  I didn’t  know 
you’d  come.  Come  on  out  on  the  porch 
it’s  cooler.”  (both  exit). 

Mrs.  B : “Sylvia  says  she  won’t  eat 
yeast  cakes  and  your  father  was  rather 
upset  about  the  idea.” 

Terry:  ‘Gee  Ala!  We’ll  have  to 
plant  the  yeast  in  his  food.  He  won’t 
know  the  difference  and  if  he  feels 


N E T O P 


13 


better  we  won’t  have  to  go  to  the  farm.” 

Mrs.  B : “Well  I’ll  try  it.  I’ve  just 
got  to  stay  here  and  do  my  Spring 
cleaning.” 

(Enter  Sylvia  excited  and  cross.) 

Mrs.  B : “Why  Sylvia ! Where’s 

Dick  ?” 

Sylvia : “Gone  home ! He  can’t  tell 
me  what  to  do  and  get  away  with  it. 
The  idea  telling  me  to  eat  yeast  cakes. 
He’s  too  darn  bossy !”  (runs  upstairs.) 

Curtain 

Next  scene  is  one  week  later. 

Setting — same. 

Scene — Mrs.  B.  is  mending,  Sylvia 
reading  a magazine  and  listening  to 
radio  which  is  broadcasting  R.  Vallee. 

Mrs.  Brown : “Your  father  seems  to 
be  feeling  better  Sylvia.” 

Sylvia:  “Yes  I noticed  it.  Say  mother 
I was  reading  in  the  magazine  that 
Rudy  Vallee  eats  yeast  three  times  a 
day  in  hot  water.  Is  it  awfully  hard 
to  take?  (rises  and  walks  before  mir- 
ror) I am  awfully  thin — just  as  Dick 
said — spose  it  would  do  me  any  good.” 

Mrs.  B : “Well  Sylvia  I’m  sure  it 
would.  Your  Dad  doesn’t  know  it  but 

JUST  . 

Time — Summer  of  1929. 

Place — Devenport,  England. 

Conservatory  of  the  Officers’  Quar- 
ters. 

Characters  : 

Miss  Anastasia  Mitchell — Romantic 
maiden-lady. 

Captain  Rawley — Englishman  in  charge 
of  fort. 

Tom  Mitchell — Miss  Anastasia’s  nep- 
hew at  the  awkard  age. 

The  conservatory  is  rather  barren  be- 
cause it  is  not  frequented  by  many 
ladies.  It  is  directly  off  from  the  mess- 
hall  which  is  used  for  dancing.  There 
is  at  least,  a table,  garden  bench  and  a 
fountain.  Miss  Anastasia  is  the  daugh- 
ter of  the  American  minister  and  is 
allowed  in  here  often.  She  thinks  it  is 
the  most  romantic  spot. 

Miss  Anastasia  (writing  in  diary), 
“Let  me  see.  He  is  so  tall  and  has 
blonde — no  sand  colored  hair  and  brown 
eyes.  He’s  a real  Saxon — and  he  dances 
divinely,  Heavenly  is  a better  word.  If 
I only  could  bring  back  a husband  like 
that  to  the  United  States.  Dear  Me — 
what  a thought !” 

(Someone  calls  and  Miss  Anastasia 
leaves.)  Tom,  her  nephew  steals  in  on 
tip-toe  and  peers  around.  Then  he 
spies  the  diary.) 


he’s  been  eating  it  for  a week  and  he 
felt  so  much  better  that  he  said  this 
morning  that  he  didn’t  feel  a bit  like 
a rest  at  the  farm.” 

Sylvia : “Hurrah ! That’s  the  best 
news  yet.  What  are  you  having  for 
supper.” 

Mrs : B : “I’m  having  Dick’s  favorite 
salad — shrimp.” 

Sylvia  : “Guess  I’ll  call  him  up.” 

Enter  Terry.  Aside  to  Mother. 
“I’ve  sold  all  my  yeast  cakes  and  here’s 
my  reward  $2.00.  (shows  it  proudly.) 
Me  for  camp  now !” 

Mrs.  B.  “We  haven’t  enough  yeast 
cakes  for  your  Dad  for  tomorrow  and 
Sylvia  is  going  to  take  them  now.  You’ll 
have  to  get  some  at  the  store.” 

Terry  : “Aw  gee  ! I’ve  just  been  down.” 
(sinks  into  chair.) 

Sylvia  at  phone : “290-W  please. 

Hello — Dick — this  is  Sylvia — yes  it’s 
me.  What — oh.  Well  I’m  sorry  too — 
oh  say  Dick  how  about  coming  up  to 
supper  tonight,  and  say  Dick — bring  a 
dozen  yeast  cakes  with  you !” 

The  End 

R.  B.  ’30. 

ROSE 

Tom:  “Ah,  just  what  I have  been 
looking  for.  (Reading)  ‘If  I only  could 
bring  back  a husband  etc.’  ‘Well,  why 
not  ?’  ” (Pause)  I have  it.  If  he 
doesn’t  propose,  we  will  make  it  rather 
difficult  for  him  anyway.” 

(Sits  down  with  paper,  pen  and  ink.) 
Writes  : 

Miss  Anastasia  Mitchell, 

I cannot  seem  to  talk  when  I am  in 
your  presence  so  I shall  have  to  write. 
The  thought  that  is  uppermost  in  my 
mind  is  this.  Will  you  do  me  the  great 
honor  of  becoming  my  wife  ? I cannot 
bear  to  hear  you  refuse.  If  you  ans- 
wer is  “Yes”  and  I am  praying  that  it 
will  be,  wear  a red  rose  at  the  Ball 
to-night.  I am  hoping  I shall  see  it 
tonight. 

Sincerely, 

John  Rawley. 
Tom:  “Well,  it  sounds  all  right  to 
me.  Here’s  hoping  she  has  never  seen 
any  of  his  hand  writing.” 

(Tom  leaves  with  an  elfish  grin  on 
his  face.  Miss  Anastasia  returns  for 
her  diary) 

The  conservatory  is  now  flooded  by 
electric  lights  and  the  moon  is  shining 
through  the  window.  No  one  is  in  the 
conservatory.  Strains  of  popular  dance 
music  can  be  heard  through  the  entrance 
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to  the  conservatory.  Miss  Anastasia 
on  Captain  Rawley’s  arm  enters. 

Miss  Anastasia  (gushingly)  : “Oh, 

isn’t  the  moon  beautiful?  Let’s  sit  here 
a minute.” 

Captain  Rawley : “Oh-ah-certainly.” 

(Miss  Anastasia  wears  a large  red 
rose  at  the  waist  of  a white  dress. 
One  couldn’t  help  but  see  it). 

Miss  Anastasia : “I  wore  the  rose  er, 
as  you  said.” 

Captain  Rawley : “Did  I say  I pre- 
ferred roses,  Possibly  I did.  Very  nice 
of  you  my  dear,  Pm  sure.” 

(He  seems  very  nervous.  She  is  ex- 
pectant.) 

Miss  Anastasia : “Haven’t  you  any- 
thing else  to  say  about  it?” 

Captain  Rawley : “Why — . It  looks 
jolly  well  on  that  white  frock  of  yours.” 

(Miss  Anastasia  looks  bewildered  and 
a triflle  downcast.) 

Just  then  Tom  rushes  in. 

Tom : “Oh  Gee — I’m  sorry.  Honest 
Aunt  Anny.  Mother  told  me  to  come 
right  over  and  explain,  You  see,  I didn’t 


mean  any  harm  by  it.  I only  thought 
it  would  be  fun  to  write  you  a letter 
from  Captain  Rawley.” 

Miss  Anastasia  : “Oh  dear.  I’ll  never 
face  another  gathering.  Oh  Captain 
Rawley.  What  must  you  think  of  me? 
You’d  better  go.” 

Captain  Rawley : “Oh  no,  my  dear 
Anny?  May  I call  you  Anny.  This  is 
deceudly-er-decent.  You  see,  I’ve  been 
trying  to  propose  for  at  least  a fort- 
night. I never  thought  of  such  a clever 
plan  as  your  nephew’s.  Will  you — er — 
what  I mean  is,  will  you  pretend  that 
the  note  was  real?  Would  you  still 
wear  the  red  rose?” 

Miss  Anastasia : (not  so  brave  but 
very  happy)  “Why,  of  course,  Captain 
Rawley.” 

They  arise  and  prepare  to  leave.  Tom 
is  standing  with  his  mouth  open. 

Captain  Rawley:  (shaking  Tom’s 

hand)  “Thank  you  so  much  chappie.” 
Tom  : “Oh  Gee  ! That’s  all  right.*” 
(They  all  leave  the  stage) 

M.  G.  ’30. 


FATHER’S  GAME  OF  GOLF 


One  day  two  of  my  friends,  my  fa- 
ther, and  I decided  to  play  a round  of 
golf.  The  course  was  located  just  out- 
side of  “Ayer,”  and  we  went  out  in  our 
friend’s  “Packard,”  In  our  foursome 
things  were  not  going  so  well  for  fa- 
ther, so  I gave  him  a tip  about  his 
stance  when  he  drove  the  ball.  After 
following  my  suggestion,  he  said, 
“You’re  Wrightson,”  that’s  the  reason 
why  I flubbed  so  many  shots.”  I an- 
swered, saying,  “I’ve  heard  it’s  the 
“Little  things  in  golf  that  make  the 
great  golfer.” 

Dad,  who  seemed  to  get  all  the  bad 
breaks,  was  losing  his  temper.  At  this 
time  he  had  the  “Miss  Fortune”  to  get 
into  a sand  trap.  A man  who  had 
partaken  too  freely  of  the  cup  that 
cheers,  said,  “There  must  by  ‘Shum- 
way’  you  can  improve  your  game.” 
This  seems  to  make  father  “Maddern” 
ever,  for  he  “Newell”  that  the  inebri- 
ated one  was  right. 

However,  we  spent  a very  pleasant 
afternoon,  Father  gradually  gaining  on 


us.  When  he  drove  his  ball  for  the 
last  hole,  he  landed  it  high  on  the  green. 
Knowing  that  he  had  “Teed”  off  in 
such  good  form  put  him  in  good  humor 
and  so  his  confidence  won  him  the 
match.  When  it  was  all  over,  he  said, 
“I’ve  Learnard”  a few  things  about 
golf,  so  what  do  you  say  to  having  a 
chicken  dinner?”  Father  was  happy, 
and  he  felt  like  the  “Lorden”  master  of 
all.  He  paid  his  caddy,  and  said, 
“O’Keefe  the  charge;  I have  been  much 
luckier  than  usual  to-day.” 

We  stopped  on  our  way  home  at 
“Goeppner’s  combination  of  a tea  room 
and  antique  shop.  After  we  had  eaten 
our  dinner,  we  looked  over  an  old  loom 
upon  which  “Lindsay”-woolsey  was 
woven.  We  were  very  much  surprised 
to  chance  upon  very  old  copies  of 
“Fitzgerald’s”  “Omar  Khayyam,”  and 
“Burke’s”  “Conciliation.”  After  we  had 
looked  through  the  shop,  we  went  home, 
very  much  satisfied  with  our  outing. 

R.  T.  ’30. 


“Feed  a cold  and  starve  a fever,”  say 
the  doctors.  What  we  would  like  to 
know  is  why  every  girl  we  take  out  has 
a cold  instead  of  a fever. — London 
Opinion. 


Teacher:  “What  famous  man  said, 

“Don’t  give  up  the  ship?” 

Modern  Child : “I  don’t  remember 

his  name,  but  he  was  a Scotchman.— 
Life. 
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THE  PRISONER’S  DAUGHTER 

A One-Act  Play 

By  EDWARD  MILLER 


Characters : 

Ching  Lung 
David  Webster 
Fletcher  Burton 
Policeman 

Description  of  stage : 

The  scene  is  laid  in  a Chinese  Laun- 
dry. It  is  evening  and  an  electric  light 
suspended  from  the  ceiling  gives  the 
only  illumination  for  the  room.  At  the 
right  center  are  a large  tub  and  an 
ironing  board.  At  left  center  is  a win- 
dow with  the  shade  down  half-way. 
There  is  a door  at  both  ends  of  the 
stage.  The  walls  are  of  yellow  plaster. 
Articles  of  furniture  are  a table  at  the 
left  and  a stove  at  the  right.  Some 
sort  of  food  is  being  cooked  upon  the 
stove,  in  a large  pot.  Upon  the  table 
are  piled  several  neatly  wrapped  pack- 
ages, each  bearing  a tag  with  a Chinese 
symbol.  The  corners  are  occupied  by 
brooms,  mops,  coal  hods. 

(As  the  curtain  rises,  Ching  Lung 
is  ironing,  with  his  back  to  the  audience. 
He  is  dressed  in  a two-piece  yellow  gar- 
ment, and  slippers  are  upon  his  feet. 
His  pig-tail  is  tucked  down  tha  back  of 
his  coat.  He  finishes  ironing  a shirt, 
looks  at  it  with  pride,  and  hangs  it 
upon  a rack  over  his  head.  Then  he 
stoops  to  pick  another  article  of  cloth- 
ing from  the  basket  at  his  feet.  As  he 
works,  he  hums  a wierd  Oriental  tune. 
Suddenly,  there  is  a sound  at  the  win- 
dow. Ching  looks  up,  frightened.  The 
window  is  opened  from  the  outside  and 
a man  of  about  forty-five  of  fifty  years 
of  age  steps  in.  He  is  dressed  in  a 
blue  and  white  striped  suit — the  garb  of 
a convict.  Seeing  Ching,  this  newcomer 
puts  his  finger  to  his  lips,  in  a gesture 
of  silence.) 

Ching:  Misty  Webster! 

Webster  (in  a half  whisper):  Sh! 

Where  can  I hide,  Ching?  (The 
Chinaman  points  to  the  door  at  left, 
through  which  Webster  goes,  shut- 
ting it  behind  him.  Ching  furtively 
glances  out  the  window,  then  starts 
to  iron  more  vigorously  than  before. 
There  is  a knock  at  the  door  to  the 
right,  to  which  Ching  responds.  A 
tough-looking  blue-uniformed  police- 
man pushes  his  way  into  the  room. 
Ching : Good  eveling,  copper ! Velly 
nice  moon  tonitee,  ha? 


Policeman  : Listen,  Chink,  hev  yuh  seen 
a jail-bird  runnin’  around  here  any- 
where? 

Ching:  What  kind  um  bledee? 

Policeman  (angrily:  Jail-bird  — a 

prisoner — escaped  from  jail  a little 
while  ago. 

Ching  (blankly)  : Me  see  nobody — me 
bin  ilening. 

Policeman  (looking  around  suspicious- 
ly) : Well,  I don’t  know.  I’m  coming 
back  later  to  search  this  joint! 

EXIT 

Webster  (calling  from  other  room)  : 
Say,  Ching,  I’m  going  to  put  on  a 
pair  of  your  trousers.  It’s  a cinch  I 
can’t  wear  these  striped  ones ! 

Ching:  You  findee  some  on  um  bed. 
(He  removes  the  pot  from  the  stove, 
and  empties  its  contents  into  two 
bowls  upon  the  table.  Then  he  seats 
himself  at  the  table  and  starts  to  eat 
with  chopsticks.) 

Wbester  (enters  from  left)  : Not  such  a 
bad  fit,  eh,  Ching?  (he  looks  at  the 
contents  of  the  bowl  set  for  him,) 
Say,  Ching,  haven’t  you  any  spoons 
here? 

(Ching  shakes  his  head,  since  his 
mouth  is  full.  Webster  then  resorts 
to  the  practice  of  eating  with  his 
fingers). 

Ching:  Mistee  Webster,  how  you  getee 
out  um  jail? 

Webster : I filed  my  way  out.  (He 
wanders  over  to  the  ironing  board 
and  gazes  absent-mindedly  at  a shirt 
lying  there.  Suddenly  he  gazes  more 
closely  at  the  name  on  the  neckband. 
Then  he  picks  it  up  with  a startled 
exclamation.)  Look  at  the  n*ime  on 
this  shirt,  Ching!  Fletcher  Burton! 

Ching  (unexcited)  : Um — belongum  to 
Mistee  Burton. 

Webster:  You  know,  Ching,  that’s  the 
fellow  who  framed  me  and  had  me 
locked  up  for  robbing  a bank  I never 
heard  of  before ! (He  places  his  chin 
in  his  hands  as  though  in  meditation, 
then  he  has  an  idea,  and  looking  up 
suddenly,  he  snaps  his  fingers.) 

Ching,  when  will  he  be  here  for  this 
shirt? 

Ching:  Mistee  Burton  say  he  come  to- 
night. 

Webtser:  Ching,  will  you  help  me? 

Ching : Sure,  I helpum  you ! You  one 
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time  helpee  me ! 

Webster  (laughs)  : You  still  remember 
the  time  I prevented  that  gang  from 
wrecking  this  place? 

(Ching  finishes  his  food  and  puts  his 
bowl  away,  while  Webster  paces  to 

and  fro,  evidently  in  deep  thought.) 

Webster  (suddenly  turning  on  Ching)  : 
Ching,  have  you  got  a gun  here? 

Ching:  (drawing  back  in  alarm):  No, 
no,  Mistee  Webster,  me  no  keepee 
gun.  No  like-um ! 

Webster : Then  I’ll  have  to  use  my 
hands.  You  see,  Ching,  I’m  desperate. 
This  fellow,  Burton,  ruined  my  life  by 
clapping  me  in  jail.  Even  my  daugh- 
ter, Marjorie,  believed  him,  and  went 
back  on  me.  I’m  out  for  revenge.  I 
mean  to  get  a confession  from  Burton 
when  he  comes  here  tonight — and  the 
only  way  to  get  it  is  by  force ! 
(Ching  all  this  time  is  nodding  vigor- 
ously to  everything  Webster  says. 
Just  then  there  is  a kock  at  the  door 
at  right. 

Webster:  Maybe  that’s  Burton.  Pre- 
tend I’m  not  here,  Ching!  (He  takes 
a position  behind  the  door,  to  which 
Ching  goes.) 

Ching:  Hello,  Mistee  Burton;  you 

wantee  shirtee? 

Burton  (steps  into  room.  He  is  a thick- 
set man  of  about  Webster’s  age.) 
Yeah ! 

(As  Ching  goes  toward  the  ironing 
board,  Webster  slams  the  door  behind 
Burton  and  faces  him.) 

Burton  (backing  away  in  surprise  and 
fear)  : David  Webster ! How  did  you 
get  out? 

Webster  (fiercely)  : Never  mind  how  I 
got  out,  you  dirty  rat ! You’re  going 
to  do  a little  writing  for  me  now  ! 

Burton:  Oh  I am,  am  I?  Heh ! Heh  ! 

Webster:  Unless  you’ld  prefer  to  have 
me  choke  the  life  out  of  you  instead. 
(He  advances  maliciously  toward 
Burton,  who,  with  a quick  movement 
draws  a revolver.) 

Burton : Throw  ’em  up,  Webster ! One 
move  and  you’re  a dead  man.  So, 
you  thought  you’d  put  something  over 

on  me,  eh?  Well 

(Ching,  stealing  around  in  back  of 
Burton,  plants  his  knee  against  Bur- 
ton’s back,  and  with  one  arm  around 
Burton’s  throat,  he  yanks  him  back- 
ward. The  revolver  goes  off  into  the 
air.  Webster  seizes  Burton’s  wrist, 
and  twists  it  sharply,  forcing  him  to 
drop  the  revolver.  Webster  then 
seizes  it  and  covers  Burton.) 

Webster:  Attaboy,  Ching!  Now  get  me 


some  paper  and  a pencil Put 

them  on  the  table  here.  Now,  Burton, 
write  what  I dictate — and  no  monkey 
business!  (Burton  reluctantly  picks 
up  the  pencil  and  writes.) 

Webster  (slowly)  : David  Webster  did 
not  rob  the  National  Bank.  I fram- 
ed him,  and  he  is  innocent.  Signed, 
Fletcher  Burton.  (He  reads  what 
Burton  has  written.)  Thank  you  very 
much.  Give  him  his  shirt,  Ching. 
I’ll  keep  the  gun  as  a souvenir.  Good 
night,  Mr.  Burton. 

Burton : YOU’LL  pay  for  this,  Web- 
ster. Just  wait ! 

Webster : I’m  sorry,  old  boy,  but  there’s 
nothing  you  can  do.  (Burton  slams 
the  door  as  he  goes  out  at  right.) 

Webster : Good  work,  Ching.  It’s 

rather  late,  so  if  you  don’t  mind,  I’ll 
stay  here  tonight,  plenty  of  time  to 
show  this  confession  to  the  police  to- 
morrow. (He  folds  up  the  confession 
and  puts  it  into  a drawer  in  the  table. 
Ching  locks  the  outside  door,  and  puts 
out  the  light.  They  both  exit  at  left. 
The  curtain  falls  denoting  the  lapse 
of  time  until  the  following  morning. 
When  it  rises  again,  Ching  is  eating 
his  breakfast  at  the  table. 

Webster  (entering  from  left)  : Good 

morning,  Ching. 

Ching : Glood  mawlnee,  Misty  Webster. 
I gottee  you  um  papah. 

Webster : Thanks  Ching.  Look  at 

the  big  write-up  they  gave  me  for 
that  jail-break:  “Bank  robber  escapes 
from  prison,  eluding  clutches  of  po- 
lice, etc.”  But  they’ll  have  just  as 
big  a write-up  for  Burton  tomorrow, 
after  I turn  in  this  confession,  eh, 
Ching?  (He  takes  the  confession  from 
drawer  and  lays  it  on  the  table.)  His 
eye  glances  over  the  rest  of  the  front 
page  and  is  attracted  by  a topic  at 
the  left.  He  utters  a sharp  exclama- 
tion and  jumps  from  his  seat,) 
What’s  this  ! “Marjorie  Webster” — 
that’s  my  daughter — ” to  be  married 
tomorrow.”  Ching ! I’ll  be  vindica- 
ted by  this  confession  before  tomor- 
row. I’ll  be  able  to  attend  her  wed- 
ding ! Let’s  see — who’s  the  lucky 
man — What,  Ted  Burton!  Not 
Fletcher  Burton’s  son — Yes,  the  same 
one — No.  221  Oak  Street — My  God, 
Ching,  my  daughter’s  going  to  marry 
the  son  of  that  scoundrel,  that  crook, 
Burton ! Not  that  I’ve  anything  a- 
gainst  his  son — Ted’s  a nice  fellow — 
but — (His  voice  trails  off  into  noth- 
ing. He  reads  the  news  item  care- 
fully, then  lays  the  paper  down,  and 
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paces  back  and  forth.  Ching  watches 
him,  slow  to  understand  his  actions. 
Webster  stops  in  front  of  the  table, 
picks  up  the  paper  containing  Bur- 
ton’s confession,  and  reads  it  aloud) 
“David  Webster  did  not  rob  the 
National  Bank.  I framed  him  and  he 
is  innocent.  Signed,  Fletcher  Bur- 
tion.”  (Webster  seems  to  be  compar- 
ing the  respective  values  of  the  con- 
fession and  the  newspaper  item.  He 
is  evidently  trying  to  solve  a problem. 
He  now  reaches  a conclusion.) 

Webster:  No,  it  won’t  do,  Ching.  I 
can’t  ruin  Marjorie  and  Ted’s  hap- 
piness by  letting  them  know  that  old 
man  Burton’s  a crook — (a  knock  is 
heard  at  the  door.  As  Ching  opens  it, 
Webster  steps  behind  it.) 

Policeman:  (enters)  Listen,  Chink,  that 
Webster  guy  was  last  seen  in  this 
vicinity.  I’m  going  to  search  the 
place.  Out  of  my  way  ! (He  glances 
about  the  room  without  seeing  Web- 
ster, then  goes  through  door  at  left.) 

Ching  handing  the  confession  to  Web- 
ster) : Here,  Mistee  Webster,  show 
copee  this.  (Webster  looks  at  the 
confession  which  would  exonerate 
himself,  and  then  slowly  and  deliber- 


ately he  tears  it  up  and  throws  the 
pieces  into  the  stove.  Ching  gazes  at 
him  in  astonishment. 

Webster  (quickly : Ching,  you’re  not 
going  to  get  blamed  for  keeping  me 
here.  Pretend  you  never  saw  me  be- 
fore. (He  slams  outside  door  and 
treads  heavily  about.) 

Policeman  : (returns  from  left  and  sees 
Webster)  What  the ? 

Webster : I followed  you  in  here,  officer, 
to  surrender  myself.  You  can  take 
me  back  to  jail.  (He  holds  out  his 
wrists  to  be  handcuffed  and  the 
policeman  looks  at  him  in  wonder, 
but  does  not  hesitate  to  clap  the  hand- 
cuffs on  his  wrists.) 

Policeman : (goes  to  door  and  shouts 
to  someone  outside)  I’ve  got  him ! 

Webster : (low  and  rather  huskily)  So 
long,  Ching.  (The  officer  returns  and 
Webster  follows  him  out  with  his 
head  lowed.) 

Ching  (gazing  after  them)  : Mistee 

Webster,  You  velly  nice,  but  velly 
funny  man.  (He  goes  to  the  ironing 
board,  and  starts  working  and  hum- 
ming.) 

CURTAIN 

END 


VERGIL  TODAY 

By  ALICE  GUNN 


Characters  : 

Nisus,  Euryalres,  Salius,  Helymurs, 
Diores,  Roman  youths  participating  in 
a foot  race  at  the  games  conducted  in 
honor  of  Anchises,  late  father  of  Aeneas. 

Aeneas — Judge  and  prize  awarder. 

Cassius — Radio  announcer. 

Setting : 

The  play  is  a modernization  of  the 
scene  of  the  foot-race  as  told  in 
Aeneas,  Book  V.  The  characters  are 
all  the  same. 

Instead  of  being  held  on  a beach, 
however,  the  race  is  conducted  in  a 
modern  football  stadium  having  in  the 
center  an  oval  running  track.  The 
Romans  are  dressed  just  as  they  used 
to  be,  togas,  sandals,  etc.  However,  the 
younger  set  of  men  have  lately  started 
a cheering  section,  while  the  Roman 
crowd  is  rapidly  falling  under  its  spell. 
The  scene  is  laid  in  two  boxes  directly 
over  the  starting  (and  finishing)  point. 
In  one  of  these  sits  Aeneas,  the  prize 
awarder.  He  is  clothed  in  a flowing 
toga  ,and  there  is  a wreath  on  his  head. 


In  the  other  box,  Cassius  also  clothed 
in  a toga  will  soon  announce  the  pro- 
gress of  the  race,  foot  by  foot  to  the 
whole  waiting  world. 

CASSIUS  : 

Good  afternoon,  friends  of  the  radio 
world.  This  is  station  R-O-M-E 
broadcasting  through  the  courtesy  of 
the  English  and  Latin  Departments  of 
Turners  Falls  High  School.  Now  to  get 
down  to  business.  The  weather’s  fine, 
the  crowd’s  better,  and  it  surely  looks 
as  though  this  race  would  be  the  best 
of  all!  My,  what  cheering!  Here,  Ifll 
let  you  listen  to  it!  (FROM  OUT- 
SIDE: Nisus,  rah,  rah,  Nisus,  rah  rah, 
hurrah,  hurrah,  Nisus!  2-5-7-9,  who  do 
we  think  is  mighty  fine — Euryalres, 
Euryalres  !) 

CASSIUS  : 

There,  folks.  I hope  you  all  heard 
them  cheering  Nisus’n  Euryalres.  You 
know  those  two  fellows  have  been 
friends  from  childhood.  They’d  do  any- 
thing for  each  other — and  boy — are 
they  popular?  Euryalres  has  it  all  over 
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Nisus  when  it  comes  to  looks,  but  they 
say  Nisus  is  the  better  runner.  Who 
knows  ? 

AENEAS:  (from  his  box)  Well,  I 

don’t  know,  but  I’m  betting  on  Nisus. 
CASSIUS : 

There  you  go,  folks ! ! ! Put  your 
money  on  Nisus!  If  Aeneas  says  he’ll 
win,  he’ll  just  have  to ! Well,  to  get 
back  to  the  runners.  Helymus,  a woods- 
man, was  one  of  Aceste’s  closest  friends. 
Diores,  as  everyone  knows,  is  descend- 
ed from  great  Priam  himself  and  Salius, 
a stranger  here,  is  from  far  Acarnia. 
Gee,  I can’t  hear  myself  think — this 
cheering  is  so  loud ! Oh,  here  come  the 
runners ! The  band’s  playing,  togas 
are  flying.  Boy,  talk  about  excitement ! 
Now  they’re  lining  up.  In  just  a 
minute  you’ll  hear  the  crack  of  the 

pistol . 

AENEAS : 

One  for  a starter,  two  to  get  ready 
and  three  to  go  ! Bang ! 

CASSIUS : 

(Excitedly))  They’re  off!  They’re 
off!  Nisus  first — wouldn’t  you  know 
it?  Salius  next,  then  Euryalres,  Hely- 
mus and  Diores  (Cheering)  Faster, 
faster,  Jove,  see  those  boys  run ! There’s 
a puddle  in  front  of  them,  hope  they  see 
it  in  time!  Oh,  Oh!  Niusus  is  down, 
he  stepped  and  fell  in  the  mud ! (Looks 
as  though  Salius  would  W — but  no, 
wait — Nisus’  getting  up — he’s  up — he 
lurches  against  Salius  and  sends  him 
sprawling!  Now  Euryalres  is  ahead! 
Can  you  beat  that  for  friendship — 
(Cheering). 

AENEAS : (sorrowfully)  There  goes 
my  money. 

CASSIUS: 

(Frenzidly)  Nearer  and  nearer  they 
come — up — Euryalres’s  still  ahead — 

run — run — boy — run — at  last  Euryalres 
wins  the  race ! Helynius  is  second  and 
Diores  third ! Boy,  or  boy,  talk  about 
excitement!  No  place  for  a man  with  a 
weak  heart!  Talk  about  friendship! 
Giving  the  race  to  his  friend  when  he 
knew  he  couldn’t  win — 

(Cheering) 

NISUS  ’n  EURYALUS! 

NISUS  ’n  EURYALUS! 

NISUS  ’n  EURYALUS ! 

Rah,  rah,  Rah ! 

CASSIUS: 

Here  come  the  boys  to  get  their 
prizes!  And  do  they  look  all  out  o’ 
puff!  (Enter,  in  following  order — Eury- 
alres, Helynius,  Diores,  Salius,  and 
Nisus — all  panting — the  last  two  dirty 
and  spattered  with  mud.  Salius  is 
enraged  at  the  trick  played  on  him. 


They  advance  to  Aeneas’  box.) 
AENEAS : 

Some  race,  boys,  plenty  of  excitement ! 
Euryalres,  to  you  go  first  honors.  Ac- 
cept in  the  name  of  the  Roman  people 
and  Mr.  Wrightson  this  small  token 
of  our  regard  and  esteem.  I crown 
you  with  this  wreath  of  laurel,  symbolic 
of  your  great  victory,  and  for  your 
pleasure  and  guidance  allow  me  to 
present  a large  copy  of  Aeneas ! It  is 
the  Seniors’  Latin  translation  book. 
You  cannot  prize  it  too  highly!  (Cheer- 
ing among  Cbnte stands).  Helymurs, 
you  win  next  honors.  To  you  I have 
the  honor  of  presenting  this  fresh,  new 
copy  of  Dooge’s  Latin  Grammar  Book. 
Use  it  well ! (Clapping  among  Con- 
testants). Diores,  last  but  not  least! 
It  gives  me  the  greatest  pleasure  to 
present  to  you  this  Elementary  Com- 
position Book  in  Latin.  Guard  it  with 
you  life.  (Clapping). 

SALIUS : 

Most  honorable  and  just  Aeneas.  I 
have  a complaint  to  make.  This  Nisus 
wrongfully,  maliciously  and  deliberate- 
ly tripped  me.  Otherwise,  I would  have 
won  the  race ! I deserve  first  prize ! 
CASSIUS  : (over  radio) 

Now,  Salius  is  putting  up  a fight.  He 
thinks  he  deserves  first  prize.  But 
Diores  speaks  against  him.  You  know 
he  would  lose  his  prize  if  Salius  receiv- 
ed first.  Listen  to  that  shouting! 
(Euryalres,  Euryalres,  Euryalres,  wins  ! 
Down  with  Salius !) 

CASSIUS: 

Oh ! the  eternal  feminine ! Euryalres 
is  more  handsome  than  Salius.  There- 
fore he  wins  ! Boy — such  life  ! 
AENEAS  (to  Salius): 

My  young  friend,  I fear  your  claims 
were  not  sufficiently  strong.  However, 
as  Mr.  Burke  desires  peace  and  har- 
mony, I will  also  reward  you.  Here 
is  a copy  of  Cicero’s  Orations  against 
Cataline.  Study  carefully  Cicero’s  man- 
ner of  proving  his  opponent’s  guilt,  and 
in  another  argument  you  may  prevail. 

(Aside — Use  Palmolive  Soap,  my  boy, 
it  gives  that  schoolgirl  complexion!) 
NISIUS : 

Oh ! pius  father  Aeneas,  look  on  me 
with  compassion.  Am  I not  to  be 
pitied  as  much  as  Salius?  Have  I not 
been  as  unlucky?  (Inspired  tone)  Your 
honor,  do  I not  also  deserve  a prize? 
CROWD : 

Yes,  yes,  give  Nisus  a prize!  Nisus! 
Nisus ! 

AENEAS : 

The  crowd  says,  “Yes”  Nisus.  There- 
fore I graciously  present  to  you  this 
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blue  slip  which  extends  to  you  the  help 
of  your  Latin  Department  in  your  race 
of  life!  Take  it,  keep  it,  and  serve  it! 
And  now  my  friends,  vale ! (Exit  all 
but  Cassius). 

CASSIUS : 


Well,  folks,  everyone’s  leaving  now. 
Cryers  are  announcing  that  buses  leave 
for  Rome  from  each  corner  of  the 
stadium.  For,  you  know,  (ALL)  “All 
roads  lead  to  Rome !”  Goodafternoon, 
folks — Station  R-O-M-E  signing  off! 


BRIDGE 


“Don’t  you  just  adore  bridge?  It’s 
so  educational,  such  a thinking  game, 
don’t  you  know,  I’ve  always  thought  it 
so — Oh ! I beg  your  pardon,  I didn’t 
mean  to  turn  your  card  up,  Mr.  Lally. 
Oh  dear  I’m  terrible  when  it  comes  to 
dealing!  Isn’t  that  sweet  of  you  Mr. 
Lally ! Do  you  really  think  that  my 
dealing  is  all  right — Now  let  me  see — 
Hearts-a-roo-Diamonds-Spades  - Clubs. 
Yes  I’ve  got  them  all — Oh  look,  Mr. 
Williams  I’ve  got  an  ace  of  hearts — 
What,  what  did  you  say  Mrs.  Smith- 
Oh,  I see,  I’m  terribly  sorry!  I was 
so  glad  to  get  an  ace  that  I forgot 
myself.  I won’t  tell  my  cards  again. 
My  bid?  The  dealer  bids  first?  Oh 

yes,  you’ll  really  have  to  pardon  me 
I’m  so  forgetful.  Why  yesterday  after- 
noon Nora  was  telling  me  that — What 
did  I bid?  Oh  I’m  sorry  I haven’t  bid 

yet.  Let  me  see,  I think  I’ll  bid  dia- 
monds— thay  remind  me  of  engagements 
— No,  I like  hearts  better,  if  its  all 
right  with  you  partner,  I’ll  bid  hearts. 
How  many? — Well — one  heart — is  that 
all  right? — My  goodness,  do  I get  it? — 

HE  AROSE  TO 

There  is  a story  told  of  a minister  in 
a small  village  in  Minnesota  who  was 
especially  fond  of  selecting  his  texts 
from  the  Old  Testament  and  particularly 
from  that  portion  which  deals  with  the 
life  of  Noah.  Whatever  the  occasion  at 
which  he  was  afficiating  he  could  always 
find  something  from  the  life  of  this  man 
to  illustrate  it. 

On  this  particular  occasion,  he  had 
been  called  upon  to  perform  the  mar- 
riage ceremonies  for  the  daughter  of  the 
mayor  and  a prominent  lawyer.  Two 
small  boys,  knowing  his  intention  of 
reading  about  the  marriage  of  Noah, 
planned  to  play  a practical  joke  upon 
the  parson.  Sneaking  out  the  family 
Bible,  they  pasted  together  two  pages 
so  that  the  description  of  the  marriage 
ceremony  and  the  description  of  the 
Ark  of  the  Covenant  should  read  in  a 
connected  manner  with  no  sign  of  a 
break. 


I didn’t  want  it  at  all  I just  wanted  to 
have  some  fun  bidding — Goodness  ! — 
Oh  Mr.  Lally,  you’re  the  dummy ! — Ha, 
Ha,  isn’t  that  clever  you’re  the  dummy? 
Bridge  does  require  so  much  head  work, 
doesn’t  it?  Mrs.  Smith  don’t  you  agree 
with  me?  Mr.  Williams — you  say  it’s 
mental — My  goodness  well  what  is  the 
difference? — Oh  I didn’t  mean  to  put 
that  down  I wanted  to  trump  it — Why 
can’t  I ? — Because  I’ve  got  two  spades 
in  my  hand? — Well  I can’t  see  it!  If  I 
want  to  trump  it  why  can’t  I? — What 
were  we  talking  about? — Oh  yes,  head- 
work — My  turn  ! — Oh  excuse  me  ! — I’m 
going  to  trump  it — there  that’s  my  last 
spade.  Oh,  hearts  is  trumps? — why  no, 
I bid  spades ! — My  dear,  is  the  game 
over  so  soon? — Why.  I hardly  had  a 
chance  to  play — Oh  Mr.  Lally,  I’m  aw- 
fully sorry  that  you  had  to  lose ! — Oh 
don’t  you  mind?  That’s  very  nice  of  you 
to  say  so — But  now  I must  hurry  home 
— and  Mrs.  Smith,  I’ve  had  the  most 
perfect  time.  Bridge  is  really  very 
educational ! 

Camille  Macek  ’31. 

THE  OCCASION 

When  the  guests  had  all  arrived  and 
the  bride  and  groom  were  in  their  places 
ready  for  the  ceremony,  the  minister 
began  to  read  of  the  marriage  of  Noah 
starting  with  the  following  text : “And 
when  Noah  was  one  hundred  and  forty 
years  old,  he  took  unto  himself  a wife,” 
(then  turning  the  page  he  continued) 
“three  hundred  cubits  in  length,  fifty 
cubits  in  width  and  without  besmeared 
with  pitch.”  This  seemed  a little  vivid 
even  for  his  imagination,  but  he  could 
not  doubt  anything  in  the  Bible. 

Therefor  after  rereading  and  reflect- 
ing upon  if  for  a moment,  he  turned  to 
the  audience  and  auuounced,  “My  belov- 
ed brethren,  this  is  the  first  time  in  the 
history  of  my  life,  that  my  attention  has 
been  called  to  this  important  passage  of 
the  Scriptures,  but  it  seems  to  me  that 
it  is  one  of  the  most  forcible  illustra- 
tions of  that  grand,  eternal  truth ; that 
the  nature  of  woman  is  exceedingly 
difficult  to  comprehend.” 


THE  LAST  SUPPER 


To-day  I found  him,  whom  I sought  for, 

After  years  and  years  of  patient  seeking; 

The  man  to  pose  for  the  role  of  traitor 
To  our  Lord,  that  evil  Judas — Standing 
Ugly,  dirty,  all  alone — the  search  was  done. 

My  last  character  is  nearly  finished  : 

The  picture — Ah ! my  greatest  goal  is  nearly  won ! 
But  wait — there  is  in  this,  an  aching  human  story : 
Years  ago,  I drew  the  first,  beloved  John, 

The  best  beloved  disciple — and  the  glory 
Of  his  goodness  was  in  that  one  man  I found 
Who  seemed  to  me  most  nearly  like  him ; 

In  face  and  manner,  quiet  holiness 

And  goodness — to  the  least  motion,  smallest  whim. 

And  then  the  others  came — I painted  them, 

And  left  the  work  of  Judas’  till  the  last. 

I searched  in  all  the  places  sinners  sought, 

But  found  no  man  with  such  an  evil  cast 
Of  character  as  Judas’  ’till  today, 

I chanced  to  walk  in  the  slums  of  Rome 

And  there  he  stood — ugly,  evil,  sin  clear  through 

And  I touched  his  arm — and  brought  him  home. 

He  knew  not  then,  for  whom  he  was  to  pose 
For  even  a man  like  him  might  feel 
He  was  better — in  all  his  sin, — than  Judas. 

And  I wished  to  make  my  picture  real. 

For  an  hour  I worked,  and  an  hour  he  sat — 

Both  in  silence.  He  watched  me — and  then 
I heard  a broken  sob — and  saw  a tear, 

And  knew  the  cry  of  a broken  man. 

I laid  aside  my  brush.  “Dear  Sir,”  I said, 

“What  matters  this?”  My  heart  was  sore. 

The  man  in  all  his  sin  was  ashamed  to  play 
The  traitor.  He  looked  up,  “I’ve  been  here  before,” 
His  voice  was  low,  “Some  years  ago,”  it  broke — 
“Before  I sinned — before  I thought  of  any  wrong 
You  brought  me  here — and  sat  me  down.” 

“You?”  “Why,  yes  sir,  I posed  for  the  part  of  John.” 

Elsie  Oakes  ’31. 

SNOW-BLIND 

Ten  days  we’ve  been  surrounded  by  white  ice ! 

That’s  much  too  long  for  starving  men  to  stay. 

All  day  we  hide  our  tortured,  weary  eyes 
The  sun’s  so  bright  the  glare  upon  the  snow 
Has  blinded  four  of  us.  Myself  alone 
Can  see.  I watch  the  sky  for  rescue  planes 
That  do  not  come.  They  never  will.  We’re  lost. 

The  storm  that  wrecked  us  soon  will  come  again 
And  cover  up  with  snow  the  five  it  killed. 

We  little  matter  tho — a thousand  lives 
We’ve  saved  from  dying  of  disease  by  drugs 
We  brought.  The  praise  of  loving  ones  at  home, 

The  praise  of  crowds  will  always  wait  for  us, 

But  I must  stop.  The  ice  has  filled  the  sky. 

The  air  and  everything  is  white,  glare  white, 

If  only  it  were  black  and  soft.  Most  men 
Who  lose  their  sight  see  black.  Yet  maybe  it’s 
In  white.  It’s  queer  but  I have  often  thought 
Of  white  and  sacrifice  in  terms  of  one. 

Tho  white  is  killing  me  I cannot  seem 
To  hate  it  as  I think  I should.  And,  too, 

Since  we  five  men  must  die  before  our  time 
I'm  glad  we’ve  done  a deed  worthwhile.  I like 
To  think  that  they  who  wait  for  us  will  make 
A monument — , and  make  it  all  of  white. 


F.  O.  ’31. 


AMBITION 

Fellow  students,  to  be  young  is  the 
most  glorious  thing  in  the  world  today. 
But  what  are  you  doing  with  your 
youth?  Are  you  striving  to  gain  fame, 
recognition,  renown,  or  are  you  just 
getting  by? 

We  attend  a small  school  in  a small 
town ; yet,  does  that  hinder  our  oppor- 
tunities in  the  world  ? No.  Man  makes 
his  opportunities  and  opportunities 
make  a man,  a good  man,  a real  man. 
People  from  smaller  towns  and  smaller 
schools  have  attained  success.  The 
man  himself,  not  the  school,  makes  the 
future  brilliant  or  deplorable.  The 
world  awaits  the  man  who  is  ever 
pushing  himself  on. 

So,  let’s  strive  to  make  a name  for 
ourselves,  for  our  school,  for  our  town. 
Let’s  make  the  world  recognize  and 
laud  us  and  not  class  us  with  the  slack- 
ers. 

M.  C.  ’30. 


SPRING  FEELING 

Now  that  nice  warm  weather  has 
come  again,  many  of  us  have  acquired 
the  so-called  spring-fever.  Don’t  think 
for  a minute  that  anything  remarkable 
will  result  from  that ; but  we  will  get 
results  if  we  snap  out  of  it  and  go  to 
work.  We  all  want  to  get  somewhere, 
and  there  is  no  time  to  loaf  around. 
Everyone  knows  the  weather  has  be- 
come warm,  but  we  students  have  got 
to  keep  right  on  plugging.  We  can  see 
the  blue  sky  and  the  gay  young  green 
out-doors  the  same  as  anyone  else,  but 
we  can’t  leave  our  jobs.  We  can  hear 
the  birds  singing  away,  but  we  know  in 
our  hearts  that  it  is  wrong  to  spend  our 
time  in  answer  to  them,  when  other 


things  must  be  done.  If  we  do  our 
schoolwork  and  get  in  a little  baseball, 
hiking,  tennis,  etc.,  we’ll  be  pretty  busy, 
but  we’ll  have  just  as  much  fun,  in  fact 
more,  than  if  we  were  loafing  around 
with  spring  fever. 

One  can’t  have  a rousing  good  time 
when  he’s  feeling  limp  and  lazy.  So, 
let’s  go.  Bring  that  old  will-power  to 
the  front.  It’s  up  to  us.  We  can  be 
soft  and  easy  with  ourselves  and  have 
spring-fever  or  we  can  get  down  to 
business  and  have  spring-drive. 


BASEBALL 

The  baseball  season  has  begun,  as  we 
all  know,  and,  judging  by  the  results 
so  far,  it  will  not  do  any  harm  to  en- 
courage a little  more  attendance  at  the 
games.  As  with  any  game,  the  presence 
of  fans  is  most  essential  to  the  success 
of  a baseball  team.  We  have  all  kinds 
of  accommodations  on  the  campus  for 
spectators  since  those  two  new  sets  of 
bleachers  have  been  built.  We  have  a 
team  worthy  of  all  the  support  which 
can  be  given  it. 

Each  year,  enrollment  of  the  school  is 
increasing  and  the  number  of  candidates 
for  the  various  teams  is  increasing  with 
it.  However,  there  has  been  no  sub- 
stantial increase  in  the  number  of  fans. 

Let’s  wake  up  and  realize  that  we’ve 
got  a baseball  team  in  action,  which 
will  work  just  as  hard  as  our  other 
teams  did  the  first  part  of  the  year,  and 
which  is  fully  as  deserving  as  they  were 
of  moral  support. 

There  is  certainly  no  harm  in  spend- 
ing a nice  sunshiny  afternoon,  occasion- 
ally, with  your  schoolmates  who  are 
supporting  their  team. 
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STOP  — LOOK  — READ! 


Upper  Classmen : 

Prom  invitations  are  being  issued. 
Pay  your  dues ! 

Assembly  was  held  on  Washington’s 
Birthday.  The  Proclamation  was  read 
by  Joseph  Cotton.  Then,  a thrilling 
scene  from  the  Senior  Play  was  present- 
ed to  arouse  enthusiasm.  The  plan 
worked  excellently,  and  many  vowed 
they  would  go  if  it  were  only  to  hear 
Jean  again  declare  her  love  for  the 
“handsome  cowboy  from  the  West.” 
Next,  certain  members  of  the  Freshmen 
Domestic  Science  Department  demon- 
strated their  products  in  a “Style  Show 
of  1930,”  The  dresses  were  very  well 
made,  and  those  girls  who  took  part 
together  with  Miss  Woodbury  are  to 
be  complimented  on  their  fine  work. 

February  13,  the  Senior  Class  Play, 
“The  Rear  Car”  was  presented.  It  was 
a thrilling  mystery  and  kept  the  audi- 
ence in  suspense  until  the  last  moment. 
All  the  characters  were  well  portrayed, 
Edward  Cray  being  exceptionally  good 
in  his  representation  of  the  seemingly 
foolish  detective.  Zelda  Cotton  was  ex- 
cellent as  an  Irish  girl,  and  Jean 
Aubrey  made  a most  commendable 
young  heiress  threatened  by  all  sorts  of 
dangers.  Other  members  of  the  cast 
were  : Eleanor  Shulda,  Lloyd  Starbuck, 
Edward  Miller,  Elmer  Pierce,  Bernard 
Relihan,  Joseph  Klmoski  Winston  Le- 
Vitre,  and  Lloyd  Annear.  Not  only 
the  ticket  sellers,  but  also  the  stage 
manager,  electrician,  and  all  who  help- 
ed in  anyway  are  to  be  congratulated. 
It  was  later  reported  that  the  attend- 
ance at  the  play  was  larger  this  year 
than  at  any  other.  Only  six  seats  were 
unoccupied. 

So  far  as  we  know  all  survived  the 
examinations  of  February  17,  18,  and 
19. 

The  last  number  of  the  Lyceum 
Course  was  scheduled  to  take  place 
February  19.  A good  crowd  was  pres- 
ent at  half  past  seven.  Eight  o’clock 
came,  half-past  eight,  nine — and  no 
entertainer  appeared ! During  this  time, 
the  orchestra  entertained  with  several 
selections.  Finally  it  was  announced 
that  it  would  be  necessary  to  postpone 
the  entertainment.  A refund  was  made 
at  the  door.  It  seems  that  Mr.  Wallace 
had  become  mixed  in  his  dates.  The 
matter  was  settled,  however,  to  the 
satisfaction  of  Mr.  Burke. 

Report  cards  were  not  issued  until 
after  vacation,  thanks  to  someone’s 


foresightedness. 

A fine  representation  from  Turners 
Falls  High  School  was  present  at  the 
M.  A.  C.  Basketball  Tournament.  The 
cup  for  the  best  display  of  sportsman- 
ship was  awarded  to  Turners  Falls  High 
School. 

A rally  was  held  the  morning  of  the 
Greenfield  basketball  game.  The  fol- 
lowing eloquent  speakers  addressed  the 
student  body : Paul  Martineau,  Albert 
Koch,  Roderic  Smith,  Lloyd  Starbuck, 
Joseph  Myleck,  Elmer  Pierce,  Joseph 
Sicard,  Edward  Hughes,  Bernard 
Treml,  and  Mr.  Lorden.  (The  last 
mentioned  was  really  eloquent.)  Perhaps 
the  rally  wasn’t  long  enough,  perhaps 
the  speakers  weren’t  eloquent  enough, 
at  any  rate,  we  did  not  win  the  Turners- 
Greenfield  game ! 

February  20,  the  Senior  Class  award- 
ed $2.50  gold  pieces  to  Winston  Le- 
Vitre  and  Nina  Baker  for  having  sold 
the  greatest  number  of  Senior  Class 
Play  tickets  respectively. 

Awards  were  made  February  21,  to 
the  following  boys  for  football:  Joseph 
Myleck,  Captain,  Harold  Doran,  Cap- 
tain-elect, Albert  Koch,  Richard  Tea- 
han,  Paul  Cadran,  Chester  Parzick, 
William  Parzick,  Raymond  Skzypek, 
Theodore  Leary,  Edward  Hughes, 
Stephen  Kulch,  Joseph  Sicard,  Paul 
Campbell,  Lionel  Gilbeault,  Leonard 
Dubie,  Ralph  Dubie,  Bernard  Golonka, 
Edmund  Piasecki,  Orin  Lawrence,  and 
Thomas  Broderick,  Manager. 

The  following  boys  received  awards 
in  track ; Allan  Kennedy,  Captain, 
Joseph  Myleck,  Joseph  Klmoski,  Joseph 
Sicard,  Francis  Yukl,  Stephen  Kulch, 
Edward  Hughes,  Phillip  Robinson,  Paul 
Campbell,  Charles  Fournier,  Orin  Law- 
rence, Everett  Fish,  Gilbert  Richmond. 

A program  conducted  by  the  Stu- 
dent’s Activity  Society  with  Frederick 
Miller  in  charge  was  presented.  Selec- 
tions were  rendered  by  Elizabeth  Dykes, 
Sarah  Greenspan,  and  Evelyn  Tuttle. 
The  reading  of  the  Proclamation  con- 
cluded the  meeting. 

March  21,  the  following  students  ac- 
companied by  Miss  Ayer  went  to  Lud- 
low to  attend  a meeting  of  the  Western 
Massachusetts  League  of  School  Publi- 
cations : Alice  Parsons,  Margaret  Crean, 
Jean  Aubrey,  Alice  Masek,  Bernard 
Relihan,  Elmer  Pierce,  Lloyd  Starbuck 
and  Alice  Gunn.  Might  we  venture  to 
remark  that  it  is  wise  to  add  more  than 
a teaspoonful  of  alcohol  to  the  water 
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of  one’s  radiator  if  one  intends  to  leave 
it  outdoors  on  a freezing  night? 

May  21,  another  member  of  the  Junior 
Class  left  town.  Bruce  Ellis  with  his 
family  moved  to  Greenfield,  “the  town 
of  heart’s  desire.” 

Everyone  regrets  that  Katherine 
Allard  has  been  forced  to  leave  school. 
We  hope  that  she  may  visit  us  often. 

The  Senior  Class  is  proud  to  an- 
nounce that,  for  the  first  time  in  the 
history  of  the  High  School,  the  music 
for  the  class  song  is  original.  The 
music  was  composed  by  Karl  Macek, 
and  the  words  were  written  by  Lloyd 
Garrand. 

Everyone  will  be  glad  to  know  that 
Mr.  Ryan  has  improved  sufficiently  to 
leave  the  hospital.  He  expects  to  be  at 
school  again  after  the  Easter  vacation. 

April  3,  it  was  announced  that  boys 


and  girls  interested  in  tennis  should 
meet  together.  About  24  boys  answer- 
ed the  call.  They  chose  Lloyd  Starbuck 
Captain-Manager.  He  has  drawn  up  a 
tournament,  and  the  boys  expect  to  start 
playing  very  soon. 

From  30  to  40  girls  reported.  Although 
not  much  was  accomplished  at  the  meet- 
ing April  3,  on  April  7,  each  class  chose 
a Captain-Manager.  Seniors  — Alice 
Gunn.  Juniors — Helen  Stotz.  Sopho- 
mores— Olive  McCullough.  Freshmen 
— Marion  Lee.  Plans  are  being  made 
for  class  tournaments  and  possibly 
interclass  ones. 

An  award  has  been  made  April  3 in 
typing  to  Helen  Stotz,  a Junior.  She 
is  to  be  particularly  commended  be- 
cause at  present  no  Senior  has  this 
award. 


EXCHANGES 


“The  Little  Red  Schoolhouse,” 

Athol  High  School, 

Athol,  Mass. 

Your  school  notes  are  very  fine  and 
interesting  as  is  your  joke  department. 
We  think  a few  poems  would  add  to 
your  paper. 


“Maroon  News,” 

Menominee,  Michigan. 

We  like  your  school  notes,  but  why 
not  add  a few  stories  and  poems  ? 


“The  Aegis,” 

Beverly  High  School, 

Beverly,  Mass. 

All  of  your  departments  are  well 


planned.  Your  book  department  en- 
titled “Chips”  is  an  interesting  feature 
of  your  magazine. 


“The  Alligator,” 

Ware  High  School, 

Ware,  Mass. 

We  like  your  Editorials  and  your 
treatment  of  your  Athletic  department. 
Where  is  your  table  of  contents? 


“The  Flashlight,” 

Superior  High  School, 

Superior,  Nebraska. 

Why  don’t  you  add  other  departments 
to  your  paper  such  as  literary,  joke,  and 
exchange  departments  ? 


The  Cheerful  Neighbor  Visits  the  Sick 


“Good-day  how  are  you  to-day?  You 
must  not  try  to  get  up  because  I hear 
you’ve  a weak  heart.  Another  reason 
because  I think  your  children  will  soon 
be  sick  with  the  measles,  and  you  will 
need  all  your  strength  to  care  for  them. 
They  were  playing  with  Gerald  and 
Marie  Smithstone  last  Tuesday,  who 
have  them. 

“Now,  now,  don’t  you  get  excited  be- 
cause next  time  I come  here  it  might  be 
to  your  funeral. 

“O,  yes,  I believe  you  are  better,  but 
don’t  try  to  think  you  are  entirely  well 
for  your  heart  might  go  back  on  you 
again — itfhe^i  think  what  would  your 
family  do? 

“Of  course,  you  know  that  the  Glad- 
stone’s house  burnt  down  last  night. 


Everyone  was  afraid  that  your  house 
would  go  too  because  the  sparks  were 
blown  this  way  by  the  high  winds ; 

“Yesterday  while  I was  looking  out 
over  the  mill  pond  I suddenly  saw  some 
one  fall  from  a boat  into  the  water.  I 
ran  out  of  the  house  and  called  to  Si 
Wiggins  to  go  and  fish  that  youngster 
from  the  pond.  You  can  imagine  my 
surprise  when  I discovered  that  it  was 
your  Jerry. 

Well,  I must  be  going  along,  you  look 
tired  and  worried,  I guess  I stayed  too 
long ! 

You  see,  I have  to  go  now  to  see  two 
more  sick  ones  in  the  parish. 

If  you  ever  get  lonley  just  call  me 
up  and  I will  come  over  and  try  to 
cheer  you  up.”  A.  W.  ’31. 
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Who’s  Who  In  The  Class  of  1928? 


What  college  does  Edwin  Prondecki, 
class  president,  attend? — Colgate  Col- 
lege at  Hamilton,  N.  Y. 

At  what  school  has  Irving  Gartrell, 
outstanding  athlete  of  his  class,  recent- 
ly received  recognition,  by  being  elected 
a member  of  a well-known  fraternity? 
— Worcester  Polytechnic  Institute. 

Where  is  Marion  McCullough,  state 
shorthand  champion  in  1928,  now  em- 
ployed?— New  England  Box  Company 
in  Greenfield,  Mass. 

How  many  of  the  class  of  1928  are  at 
home?  — Ernestine  Martineau,  class 
secretary  and  president  of  the  French 
club;  Edward  Togneri,  art  editor  of 
the  Netop;  Nellie  Usadvenus,  holder  of 
several  typing  awards;  William  Borth- 
wick,  another  athlete,  especially  in  base- 
ball and  football ; Mary  Crowley,  a 
member  of  the  French  club,  who  is  now 
Mrs.  Herbert  Dale ; John  Burnham,  an- 
other member  of  the  French  club,  who 
is  employed  in  the  Montague  City  Rod 
Shop ; Marion  Fish,  a very  accomplish- 
ed typist,  who  works  in  the  John  Rus- 
sell Cutlery;  Edwin  Grogan,  a member 
of  the  “T”  club  and  football  squad, 
who  works  in  the  First  National  Store ; 
William  Grogan,  Vice-President  of 
French  club,  football  captain,  who  is 
employed  in  the  Keith  Paper  mill ; 
Edward  Kittredge,  sophomore  class 
historian,  who  works  in  Corbett’s  store 
in  Millers  Falls;  Ernest  Parsons,  who 
is  employed  by  the  Millers  Falls  Tool 
Company. 

Where  is  Doris  Fuller,  valedictorian 
of  her  class? — North  Adams  Normal. 

What  two  girls  are  training  at  the 
Hartford  Hospital — Pauline  Crean, 
winner  of  team  prize  state  contest  with 
Miss  McCullough ; and  Theresa  Pauly, 
voted  the  class  beauty. 

What  members  of  the  class  of  1928 
are  residing  in  other  places  ? — Edna 
Ayer,  a member  of  the  French  club,  is 
living  in  Boston ; Edward  Casey, 
member  of  “T”  club  works  in  East 
Deerfield;  James  Cross,  a contestant  in 
Junior  prize  speaking,  is  employed  in 
an  insurance  office  in  Pittsfield ; Thomas 
Hughes,  athlete  and  Senior  class  his- 
torian, works  in  Vermont;  Evelyn 
Koch,  character  in  the  Red  Cross  play, 


and  William  Koch,  a member  of  the 
cast  of  the  Senior  play  are  both  employ- 
ed by  the  Greenfield  Electric  Light 
Company ; Anna  Kostrzewska,  a com- 
mercial student,  is  employed  by  Wiley 
Russell  of  Greenfield;  Raymond  Mc- 
Clary  another  worthy  athlete,  works  in 
the  Greenfield  Tap  and  Die  Corpora- 
tion ; Martha  Slifer,  winner  of  first 
prize  in  Junior  prize  speaking,  is  en- 
gaged in  Portsmouth,  N.  H. ; Harold 
Stotz,  manager  of  baseball,  works  in 
Greenfield;  Frank  Usadvenus,  one  of 
prom  committee,  and  Alphonse  Zbikow- 
ski.  member  of  orchestra  and  student’s 
Activity  club,  are  both  working  in  N. 
Y.  state. 

What  other  two  girls  are  attending 
Normal  School? — Mollie  Stratton,  mem- 
ber of  French  club  and  prom  commit- 
tee, is  at  North  Adams  Normal  School; 
and  Eunice  Bardwell,  member  of  French 
club,  attends  Framingham  Normal. 

How  many  of  the  class  of  1928  have 
gone  south  to  college? — John  Mackin, 
member  of  glee  club  and  prom  commit- 
tee, is  attending  Catholic  University  at 
Washington,  D.  C. ; Chester  Nasiatska, 
very  popular  athlete,  remembered  for 
rolling  his  eyes,  is  at  the  New  Haven 
College  of  Business ; Warren  Thomas, 
business  manager  of  the  Netop,  attends 
William  and  Mary  College  in  Virginia. 

What  is  Eileen  Kelley’s  present  oc- 
cupation?— She,  a member  of  the  pro 
merito  society,  is  training  at  the  Mercy 
Hospital  in  Springfield,  Mass. 

What  other  colleges,  universities,  or 
prep  schools  must  be  mentioned  in  con- 
nection with  the  class  of  1928? — Jacob 
Blassberg,  member  of  glee  club  and 
orchestra,  is  at  Rennselaer  Polytechnic 
Institute ; Albert  Krainson,  athlete  and 
class  prophet,  attends  Northeastern 
University  at  Boston,  Mass ; Franklin 
Paris,  football  player,  is  busy  at  the 
New  Hampton  School  in  New  Hamp- 
shire ; Edward  Samoriski,  captain  of 
baseball  attends  Canisius  College  in 
Buffalo,  N.  Y. ; Melvin  Wanegar, 
editor-in-chief  of  the  Netop,  is  con- 
tinuing his  studies  at  M.  A.  C. ; Joseph- 
ine Wojtasiewicz,  commercial  student, 
attends  Bay  Path  Institute  in  Spring- 
field,  Mass. ! Edward  Wyman,  member 
of  Netop  Board,  is  studying  at  Mid- 
dlesex College,  a pre-medical  school. 


Arms  Defeats  Turners 

On  February  6,  Turners  Falls  High 
went  to  Shelburne  Falls  and  were  de- 
feated by  Arms  Academy  22  to  17.  The 
game  was  slow  but  interesting  as  the 
score  was  close  until  the  last  few  min- 
utes. Baskets  by  Parker  and  Kratt 
clinched  the  game  for  Arms.  Brown, 
Parker,  and  Kratt  played  well  for  Arms, 
while  Hughes  and  Sicard  were  best 
for  Turners. 

Greenfield  Defeats  Great  Rival 
Turners  Falls 

The  Greenfield  High  School  basket- 
ball team  defeated  their  greatest  rival 
Turners  Falls,  in  the  Greenfield  gym 
38  to  21,  on  February  18.  It  was  plain 
that  Greenfield  had  the  better  team, 
but  Turners  High  fought  to  the  last 
minute.  This  was  clearly  shown  by  two 
baskets  by  Joe  Sicard,  Turners  Falls 
ace  in  the  final  minutes.  These  were 
the  longest  baskets  ever  shot  in  the 
Greenfield  gym  and  came  from  nearly 
half  the  floor  away.  Petrin,  Harris,  and 
Korchinski  played  the  best  for  Green- 
field while  Sicard  and  Hughes  did  all 
the  scoring  for  Turners.  In  the  preli- 
minary the  Greenfield  Seconds  defeated 
Turners  Seconds  11  to  4. 

St.  Michael's  Defeats  Turners  Falls 

The  Saint  Michael’s  High  School 
basketball  team  evened  the  series  with 
Turners  Falls  when  they  defeated 
Turners  36  to  13  at  Northampton,  on 
February  24.  Turners  is  one  of  the 
three  teams  that  defeated  Saint 
Michaels  during  the  past  basketball 
season  . The  defeat  came  when  Saint 


Michael’s  came  to  Turners  and  were 
defeated  at  Hibernian  Hall.  Every 
man  on  the  Saint  Michael’s  team  scored 
six  or  more  points,  Stanislewiski  scor- 
ing 16.  For  Turners  Sicard  and  Smith 
were  the  best. 

South  Deerfield  Trims  Turners 

On  February  27,  in  an  interesting  and 
well-played  game  South  Deerfield  de- 
feated Turners  High  35  to  15  at  Deer- 
field High  gym.  The  game  was  fast 
with  Turners  scoring  first  on  a double 
decker  by  Smith.  South  Deerefiid  soon 
retaliated  and  went  ahead.  Chet  Pie- 
lock  began  dropping  them  through  the 
ring  and  did  not  stop  until  he  had 
scored  17  points.  He  was  ably  assisted 
by  Eaton  who  scored  10  points.  For 
Turners,  Sicard  and  Smith  scored  6 
points  apiece  while  Red  Hughes  was 
held  scoreless.  In  the  preliminary 
South  Deerfield  Seconds  defeated 
Turners  Seconds. 

Turners  Eliminated  By 
Searles  High 

Turners  Falls  High  was  eliminated 
from  the  M.  A.  C.  Tournament  on 
March  6,  by  Searles  High  of  Great 
Barrington.  The  game  was  close  all 
the  way  to  the  last  few  minutes  when 
Searles  forged  ahead  to  win.  The  score 
was  22  to  15.  Turners  Falls  fought  to 
the  last  but  could  not  quite  score  enough 
to  win.  For  Searles  Red  King,  rated 
the  best  back  in  the  Berkshires,  scored 
11  points.  He  seemed  to  be  the  bulk 
of  the  Searles  team.  Koch,  Hughes, 
Sicard,  and  Smith  played  the  best  for 
Turners,  scoring  3,  3,  4,  and  4 points 
respectively. 
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Turners  Falls  Loses  To 
Greenfield 

Turners  Falls  High  was  defeated  on 
March  12  by  Greenfield  High  at  Hibern- 
ian Hall  35  to  22  in  a well  played  game. 
The  game  was  a battle  from  start  to 
finish.  Greenfield  started  by  scoring 
first  but  Turners  scored  later  to  stay 
in  the  game.  Turners  could  not  seem 
to  connect  with  the  hoop  as  often  as 
did  Greenfield.  In  the  second  half 
Sicard  found  his  eye  and  scored  17 
points,  twice  as  many  as  any  Greenfield 
player.  The  entire  Greenfield  team 
played  well  and  had  fine  pass-work. 
Everyone  but  Putnam  and  Bitters 
scored  8 or  more  points.  The  Green- 
field Seconds  defeated  the  Turners 
Seconds  in  the  preliminary,  24  to  11. 

Turners  Defeats  South  Hadley 

On  March  17,  Turners  Falls  High 
closed  their  basketball  season  with  a 
victory  over  the  South  Hadley  High 
School  team  17  to  14.  The  game  was 
interesting  from  start  to  finish.  Turners 
scored  15  of  its  17  points  in  the  first 
half.  South  Hadley  fought  hard  in  the 
second  period  to  overcome  our  lead  but 
fell  short  by  3 points.  Kulch  with  9 
points  and  Sicard  with  6 points  played 
the  best  for  Turners  while  Allen  and 
C.  Markoski  played  well  for  South 
Hadley. 

GIRLS’  BASKETBALL 

For  the  first  time  in  the  history  of 
the  High  School  the  girls  were  repre- 
sented by  a basketball  team.  There 
have  been  teams  formed  from  the 
different  classes  but  there  has  never 
been  a team  to  represent  the  School  as 
a whole.  Jean  Aubrey  was  elected 
captain  of  the  team  and  Nina  Baker 
business  manager.  The  girls’  schedule 
was  not  a long  one  this  first  year,  but 
it  is  hoped  that  it  will  progress  rapidly 
in  the  future. 

Girls  Defeat  Hadley  Girls 

On  February  4,  the  Girls’  basketball 
team  opened  its  season  in  a blaze  of 
glory  when  it  defeated  South  Hadley 
Girls  38  to  24.  It  was  clearly  shown 
that  there  are  some  stars  among  the 
girls.  Captain  Jean  Aubrey  was  high 
scorer  with  24  points  made  from  12 
floor  baskets.  Miss  Ostrowski  scored 
the  remainder  of  the  points  with  6 floor 
baskets.  Miss  Ostrowski  scored  the 
remainder  of  the  points  with  6 floor 
baskets  for  a total  of  12  points.  For 
South  Hadley  Miss  L.  Owenville  scor- 


ed 10  points  with  Miss  Pasek  scoring 
10  also. 

T.  F.  Girls  Defeat  Arms  Academy 

On  February  6 the  Turners  Falls 
High  School  Girls  defeated  the  Arms 
Academy  Girls  at  Hibernian  Hall  by  a 
score  of  24  to  15.  The  game  proved  to 
be  interesting  as  the  girls  seem  to  enter 
the  sport  with  the  same  spirit  that  the 
boys  do.  The  Misses  Aubrey,  Ostrow- 
ski sisters  and  Usadvenus  were  the 
high  scorers  for  the  Turners  while  Miss 
Stanford  proved  to  be  the  bulk  of  the 
Arms  team. 

Turners  Girls  Lose  To  Charlemont 

On  February  11  the  Turners  Falls 
High  School  Girls’  basketball  team  met 
its  first  defeat  at  the  hands  of  the 
Charlemont  High  team  at  Charlemont. 
The  teams  played,  using  the  boys’ 
rules  so  that  each  team  was  somewhat 
handicapped.  Miss  Masek  proved  to 
be  the  bulk  of  the  Turners  team  against 
Charlemont.  She  scored  the  whole  7 
points.  For  Charlemont  the  Misses 
Churchill  and  Voller  played  the  best 
scoring  10  and  13  points  respectively. 

Turners  Girls  Lose  To  Greenfield 

On  February  19  in  an  interesting 
and  well-played  game  the  Greenfield 
High  Girls  basketball  team,  defeated 
the  Turners  Falls  High  Girls  at  Green- 
field 17  to  13.  Captain  Aubrey  was 
high  scorer  of  the  game  with  11  points. 
For  Greenfield  Miss  Ashley,  Miss  Hen- 
rich  and  Miss  Maleski  played  the  best. 

Arms  Defeated  Again 

On  March  4 the  Turners  Girls  went  to 
Shelburne  Falls  and  defeated  the  Arms 
Academy  Girls  in  an  interesting  basket- 
ball game  25  to  17.  The  Turners  team 
found  themselves  after  being  de- 
feated by  Charlemont  and  played  very 
well.  Again  the  Misses  Aubrey  and  V. 
Ostrowoski  were  the  mainstays  of  the 
Turners  team  scoring  13  and  12  points 
respectively.  For  Arms  Academy  the 
Misses  Stanford  and  E.  Wells  played 
well.  Miss  Stanford  scored  11  points 
while  Miss  Wells  scored  6 points. 

Greenfield  Takes  Second  Contest 

On  March  12  the  Greenfield  High 
Girls’  team  defeated  Turners  High 
Girls’  team  the  second  time  at  Hibern- 
ian Hall  39  to  22.  Captain  Aubrey  with 
10  points  and  Miss  Ostrowoski  with 
10  points  were  best  for  Turners  while 
Miss  Henrich  with  15  points  and  Miss 
Glasle  with  21  points  played  well  for 
Greenfield. 


Two  little  buddies  were  comparing 
notes. 

“What  does  your  father  do  when'  you 
ask  him  questions?”  one  asked. 

“He  generally  says,  ‘I’m  busy  now, 
don’t  bother  me,’  “replied  the  other. 

“Then  when  I go  out  of  the  room 
he  looks  in  the  encyclopedia.” 


1st:  “I’m  from  Hickville.” 

2nd : “Is  that  the  place  where  great 

men  are  born?” 

1st:  “No,  only  babies.” 


Artist : “This  picture  took  eight 

years  of  work. 

Friend:  “That’s  a long  time  to  de- 

vote to  one  painting. 

Artist : “Well,  it  took  six  days  to 

paint  it  and  the  rest  of  the  time  to  sell 
it” 


Just  One  Of  ’em 

“Tommy,  can  you  tell  me  one  of  the 
uses  of  cowhide?” 

“Er,”  yes  sir.  It  keeps  the  cows  to- 
gether.”— Cincinnati  Globe. 


Children  And  Fools 

“Yes,  it  is  really  remarkable,”  ob- 
served mother  at  the  head  of  the  table. 
Clifford  seems  to  eat  twice  as  much 
chicken  when  we  have  visitors.” 

“Indeed!”  exclaimed  the  lady  visitor. 
“And  pray,  why  is  that,  Clifford?” 
“Cause  that’s  the  only  time  we  have 
it!”  replied  the  truthful  lad. 


We  could  tell  you  some  more  jokes, 
but  what’s  the  use,  you’d  only  laugh  at 
them. 


Truly  Helpful 

“ Is  that  girl  your  son  plans  to  marry 
going  to  be  a help  to  him?” 

“I  imagine  so.  She’s  now  helping  him 
pay  the  installments  on  the  engagement 
ring  he  gave  her.” — Cincinnati  Enquirer. 


Sambo : “You  ain’t  got  no  sense  at 

all  Rastus.” 

Rastus : “Den,  what’s  dis  head  o’ 

mine  for?” 

Sambo : “Dot’s  no  head.  Dat’s  just 

a button  on  top  o’  yo’  body  to  keep  yo’ 
spine  from  unravellin.” — Many  Laughs. 


Potato  Chips 

Teacher:  “Now  Tommy,  if  I take  a 

potato,  cut  it  half,  then  in  quarters,  and 
then  in  halves  again,  what  shall  I have?” 
Tommy:  “Chips,  Miss  Clark!” — 

Border  Cities  Star. 


“Waiter,  what  kind  of  meat  is  this?” 
“Spring  lamb,  sir,” 

“I  thought  so ; I’ve  been  chewing  on 
one  of  the  springs  for  an  hour.” 


Prof. : “First  I’ll  take  some  sulphuric 
acid  and  then  I’ll  take  some  chloroform.” 
Senior:  “That’s  a good  idea.” 


Maid : “While  you  were  gone,  ma’am, 
your  little  Willie  swallowed  a bug,  but 
don’t  worry.  I had  him  take  an  insect 
powder.” 
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1st  Gentleman:  “Have  you  heard  the 

cure  for  biting  mosquitoes?” 

2nd  Gentleman:  “No,  what  is  it?” 

1st  Gentleman:  “Stop  biting  them.” 


Magistrate:  “You  say  defendant 

struck  you  three  times  and  knocked  you 
down  ?” 

Witness  : “He  did,  sir.” 

Magistrate : “And  what  did  you  do 

then  ?” 

Witness  : “I  asked  him  if  he’d  finish- 
ed.”— Tit-Bits. 


Bamboozle  : “I  think  I’ll  look  up  my 

family  tree.” 

Suzanne : “Better  be  careful.  Some 

of  your  ancestors  might  drop  a cocoa- 
nut  in  your  face.” 


STELLA  PRODUCTIONS 

Condemned,  Detention 

Hollywood  Revue, 

Freshman  Style  Show 
Peacock  Alley,  Girls’  Coat  Room 

Taming  of  the  Shrew,  Joseph  Cotton 
Untamed,  Elsie  Oakes 

Welcome  Danger,  James  Stockwell 
Noah’s  Ark,  Monague  Bus 

Her  Private  Affair, 

Madam  X, 

Fashions  in  Love, 

The  Vagabond  Lover, 

The  Iron  Claw, 

The  Night  Hawk, 

The  Boy  With  the  Bicycle, 

Elmer  Pierce 
The  Duke  of  Gill,  Charles  Sliva 

The  Earl  of  Millers,  Chester  Parzick 


Gladys  Corbiere 
Rose  Kallins 
Bill  Parzick 
Perry  Bardwell 
Yabo  Koch 
Joseph  Sicard 


Teacher:  “James,  what  is  the  oppo- 

site of  misery?” 

James : “Happiness.” 

Teacher : “And  what  is  the  opposite 

of  sadness?” 

James : “Gladness.” 

Teacher : “Fine,  now  give  me  the  op- 
posite of  woe.” 

James:  “Giddap.” 


Announcement  In  Office 
“All  office  boys  going  to  weddings  or 
funerals  must  speak  to  the  superintend- 
ant  by  ten  o’clock  the  day  of  the  game.” 


Aviator:  “Wanna  fly?” 

Miss  Gush:  “Oh-o-h,  yeh.” 

Aviator:  ‘‘Wait  a second.  I’ll  catch 

one  for  you.” — Ex. 


To  the  coverlet  glides  the  silent  bird. 
Sir  Roger  loved  to  visit  the  grave  of 
the  Unknown  Soldier. 


Professor : “There’s  a student  in  this 
class  who’s  making  a fool  out  of  him- 
self. Now  when  he’s  finished  I’ll  begin.” 


No  Trespassers  Allowed 

One  of  the  wings  of  the  plane  had  been 
broken  and  its  pilot,  after  crashing 
through  a mass  of  planking  and 
plaster,  found  himself  resting  on  a 
concrete  surface  in  utter  darkness. 

“Where  am  I,”  he  asked  feebly. 

“You’re  in  my  cellar,”  came  an  om- 
inous voice  out  of  the  blackness,  “but 
I’m  watching  you.” — American  Legion 
Weekly. 


Really  Trying 

“I  fear  you’re  not  trying  hard  enough 
at  your  lessons,  Charles.” 

“I  am,  too,  Mom.  Teacher  says  I’m 
the  most  trying  boy  in  the  school.” — 
Ex. 


The  family  was  seated  at  the  table 
with  a guest,  who  was  a business  ac- 
quaintance of  dad’s,  all  ready  to  enjoy 
the  meal,  when  the  young  son  blurted 
out,  “Why,  mother,  this  is  roast  beef!” 
“Yes,”  answered  his  mother;  “what 
of  it !” 

“Well,  daddy  said  this  morning  that 
he  was  going  to  bring  that  big  fish  home 
for  dinner  tonight.” 


Abe  : “Do  you  play  golluf  vit  knick- 
ers ?” 

Levi : “No.  vit  white  people.” 


Services  Required 

The  late  “Bob”  Taylor,  who  was  cal- 
led the  “pardonning  governor,”  told  the 
following  story  of  an  old  colored  wo- 
man who  came  to  him  while  he  was 
Governor  of  Tennessee. 

“Marse  Govenah,  I want  my  Sam 
pahdoned,”  said  she. 

“Where  is  he,  auntie?” 

“In  de  penitentiary.” 

“What  for  ?” 

“Stealing  a ham.” 

“Did  he  steal  it?” 

“Yes,  sah,  he  suah  did.” 

“Is  he  a good  nigger  auntie?” 
“Lawsy,no  suh,  he’d  a powerful  wo’th- 
less  niggah.” 

“Then  why  do  you  want  him  par- 
doned ?” 

“Couse,  yo’  Honah,  we’s  plumb  out  of 
ham  ag’in.” 
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ARTHUR  DAIGNAULT 

GROCERIES,  FRUITS  and 
VEGETABLES 


Quality  and  Service 


91  Fifth  Street 


J.  B.  KENNEDY 

PLUMBING,  TINNING 
AND  STEAM  FITTING 

37  THIRD  STREET 


Have  Your  Prescriptions  Compounded 

AT 

THE  OPERA  HOUSE  PHARMACY 

“You  Will  Feel  Better” 


Compliments  of 

D.  E.  MATHEWSON 

PLUMBING  and  HEATING 

Millers  Falls 

Frederick  D.  Sullivan 
D.  M.  D. 

DENTIST 

54  Avenue  A Tel.  432 

Compliments  of 

FREDDIE  SHULDA 

Manager  of 

E.  E.  GRAY  STORE 


HERMAN  F.  SEILER 

62  Avenue  A 

THE  STORE  of  GOOD  CLOTHES 
HATS  and  CAPS 

SKINNER  & FLAGG 

Jewelers-Optometrists  j 

Turners  Falls  Massachusetts  | 

SHEA  THEATRE  SPA 

CANDY,  ICE  CREAM 
CIGARETTES,  POP  CORN 

John  L.  Horrigan 


BE  CONSISTENT 
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T 

SHUMAN’S 

DRY  GOODS  AND 

j KITCHENWARE 

| 

Compliments  of 

GOTTLIEB  KOCH 

Who  Tries  to  Have 
What  You  Want  in  the  Grocery  Line  j 

j 

COUTURE  BROS. 

j PAINTERS  - PAPERHANGERS 
Spray-Gun  Equipment 
Picture  Framing  Our  Specialty 

Avenue  A Turners  Falls 

LA  SALLE’S  ICE  CREAM  1 

Now  Sold  Exclusively  By 

FOURNIER  BROTHERS  | 

The  Rexall  Store 

In  Turners  Falls,  Mass. 

X 

X-RAY 

M.  E.  Sullivan,  D.  D.  S. 

DENTIST 

Burtt  Block  Turners  Falls,  Mass. 

1 

CORNER  BOOK  STORE  j 

SCHOOL  SUPPLIES 

And  \ 

ATWATER  KENT  RADIOS 

JOHN  EQUI 

i ICE  CREAM,  FRUIT  AND 
| CONFECTIONERY 

Iceland  Fritters 

Sanford’s  Tablets  j 

AT  : 

HOOD’S  PHARMACY 

! RED  BAND  GARAGE 

j W.  S.  Cassidy,  Inc. 

HUDSON  - ESSEX 

Sales  and  Service 
3rd  st.,  Turners  Falls  Mass. 
415  Federal  St.,  Greenfield 

Cbmpliments  of 

Beaumier  Motor  Sales  j 

FORD  DEALER  j 

• 

LENOIS  PAINT  STORE 

Interior  Decorators 
Furniture  Refinishing  a Specialty 
157  Ave  A Tel.  495-2 

Turners  Falls 

Compliments  of  i 

PLOTKIN  FURNITURE 
COMPANY 

GLENWOOD  RANGES 
Turners  Falls 

z 

Students  and  Friends,  Please  Patronize  Our  Advertisers 
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PASTRY  OF  ALL  KINDS 

Our  line  is  complete 
1 Home-made  Candy  now  in  season 

Turners  Falls  Bakery 

i 

HAIGIS  & BEAUMIER 

Springfield  Daily  Service 
LOCAL  TRUCKING 

Phones : 

Springfield  31184 

Turners  Falls  26 

1 

[ 

F.  I.  WEBSTER  CO. 

M.  BAKER 

FURNITURE  STORE 

Quality  Plus  Service  Equals 
Satisfaction 

Tel  171-3  Third  Street 

STEPHEN  DRAGO 

CIGARS,  TOBACCO 
RADIOS  and  RADIOLAS 

Avenue  A Turners  Falls 

JAMES  A.  GUNN 

STETSON  HATS 
and 

GRADUATION  SUITS 

Turners  Falls  Massachusetts 

W.  L.  SALMON  & CO. 

Turners  Falls 

GENERAL  INSURANCE 

Automobile  Insurance  for  1930 
FIRE  - LIFE  - AUTO 

MILKEY’S 

JEWELER  and  OPTOMETRIST 
Turners  Falls,  Mass. 

I Compliments  of 

| THE  REEN  MILLINERY 

, and 

! GIFT  SHOP 

i 122  Ave.  A Turners  Falls 

CARNEY’S 

RESTAURANT 

CIGARS,  CIGARETTES  ] 

CANDY 

Avenue  A,  Turners  Falls  1 

Compliments  of 

WHITEHEAD  HAT 
SHOPPE 

1 Rustcraft  Greeting  Cards 

j Gordon  Hosiery 

I Turners  Falls 

Morrison’s  Shoe  Store  ! 

Shoes  For  the  Family 
First  Class  Shoe  Repairing  * 

“We  Guarantee  Our  Work”  | 

63  Avenue  A 2 

Turners  Falls  Mass.  j 

BE  CONSISTENT 
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| GEO.  H.  REED  & CO. 

GENERAL  CONTRACTORS 

Montague  City,  Mass. 

i 

i 

Compliments  of 

GEM  MARKET 

QUALITY  MEATS  - SEA  FOOD 

J.  J.  Girard,  Prop.  j 

i 

C.  A.  DAVIS 

ICE  DEALER 
AND  DEPUTY  SHERIFF 

Turners  Falls,  Mass. 

Compliments  of 

Schuhle’s  Meat  Market  j 

BEST  QUALITY  MEATS  AND  j 
PROVISIONS 

Fourth  Street  Turners  Falls 

Dr.  J.  E.  DONAHUE 

DENTIST 

171  Avenue  A Telephone  138 

A.  H.  RIST 

FIRE  INSURANCE 
Notary  Public 

56  Fourth  Street  Turners  Falls 

Compliments  of 

MATHIEU’S  GROCERY 

92  Third  St.  Turners  Falls 

MONTAGUE  GARAGE 

TIRES  AND  ACCESSORIES 

I.  W.  NEWTON,  Prop. 

MONTAGUE,  MASS. 

SHEA  BROS. 

TEXACO  GAS  and  OILS 

We  Will  Change  Your  Oil  Any  Time 

301  Third  St.  Turners  Falls 

A good  place  to  trade 

* 

MONTAGUE  MARKET  j 

MONTAGUE,  MASS.  J 

C.  H.  HOYLE,  Prop. 

Tel.  Conn.  j 

| 

JOHN  MACKIN 

j COAL,  WOOD,  ICE 

| LONG  DISTANCE  TRUCKING 

1 and  MOVING 

2 Tel.  House  22-3  Office  22-2 

j Millers  Falls 

❖ 

PLEASE  PATRONIZE  THE  ADVERTISERS 
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PORTRAITS 
| OF 

i 

QUALITY 

Elected 

Photographer  for 
Arms  Academy 
Mount  Hermon 
[ Greenfield 

| Turners  Falls 

! 

BROWN’S  STUDIO 

i 

I AMES  ST. 

\ GREENFIELD,  MASS. 

1 


Diamonds  Watches 

DEAN’S 

Jeweler  & Stationer 

248  Main  St.,  Greenfield 
Fountain  Pens  Tel.  1270 


THE  1930  NASH  “400”  CARS  j 

NOW  ON  DISPLAY 
at 

GEO.  W.  WILCOX,  Inc. 

90-100  Federal  St.  Greenfield 


BUICK 

and  MARQUETTE 
Also 

Good  Assortment  of  Used 
Cars 

GREENFIELD  BUICK 
COMPANY 

Miles  Street  Greenfield 


LOUIS  T.  ZAK,  D.S.C. 

CHIROPODIST 

58  Federal  Street  Greenfield 

Tel.  1178 


THE  ADVERTISERS  HELPED  YOU 
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Compliments  of 

GIRARD  & CARTER 

DRY  GOODS 

Turners  Falls,  Mass. 


Compliments  of 

CHARLES  L.  COOK 

Hardware  Paints 

Sporting  Goods 

Millers  Falls 


LANE  & HAWKS 

36  Federal  Street,  Greenfield,  Mass. 

Turners  Falls,  Mass 

WOMEN’S  DRESSES,  HOSIERY,  UNDERWEAR 
AND  DRY  GOODS 


GREENFIELD  GAS  LIGHT  COMPANY 

For  Economy  Use  Gas 


QUALITY  PRINTING 

at  FAIR  PRICES 

BOOKS 
CATALOGS 
MAGAZINES 
GENERAL  JOB  PRINTING 


FRANKLIN  COUNTY 
LUMBER  CO. 


CURTIS  WOODWORK 


THE  RECORDER  PRESS  | 

GREENFIELD,  MASS. 


GREENFIELD 

SQUTH  DEERFIELD 

NORTHAMPTON 

Dr.  LEWIS  W.  ALLEN 

OSTEOPATHIC  PHYSICIAN 
Davenport  Block 

GREENFIELD,  MASS. 


PLEASE  PATRONIZE  THE  ADVERTISERS 
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J.  A.  BARTLEY 

Auto  Accessories,  Gas  and  Oil,  Auto  and  Battery  Repairing 
Groceries,  Fruit,  Cigars,  Meats,  Ice  Cream 

TEL.  634-2  MONTAGUE,  MASS. 


Compliments  of  the 

MILLERS  FALLS 
TOOL 
COMPANY 


MILLERS  FALLS, 
MASS. 


Compliments  of 


THE  CARROLL 


TRUCKING  COMPANY 


Millers  Falls,  Mass, 


Compliments  of 

Millers  Falls  Restaurant 

“Home  of  Good  Things  To  Eat” 

Millers  Falls,  Mass. 

Compliments  of 

J.  C.  DEANE 

| PAPER  HANGING  - PAINTING 

Millers  Falls 


Cigars,  Tobacco,  Confectionery 
Patent  Medicines 

H.  A.  DONAHUE  & CO. 

Millers  Falls,  Mass, 

H.  L.  McCullough  & Co. 

AUTO  AND  ELECTRICAL 
SUPPLIES 

Exide  Storage  Batteries 

'Millers  Falls,  Mass. 

Compliments  of 

H.  J.  WARD 

Millers  Falls 


THE  ADVERTISERS  HELPED  YOU 
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MODERN  PORTRAITS 


Greenfield  Floral  Co. 

Say  It  with  Our  Flowers 

1C6  Ave.  A,  Turners  Falls 
Tel.  244-2 

14  Federal  St.,  Greenfield 
Tel.  435- W 


Payne’s  Leather  Store 

If  Its  “Leather"  We  Have  It 

50  Federal  St.  Greenfield 

GREENFIELD  MARKET 
COMPANY 


MADE  IN  A 


MEATS,  FISH,  OYSTERS 


MODERN  WAY 


We  Carry  Nothing  But  the  Best 
In  Our  Line 


N ^ STUDIO 

Burnham  Bldg,  Greenfield,  Mass. 


i priOIOG 

! 

! 


PHS 

e Forever 


18  Federal  St.  Greenfield 

Tel.  517  and  80 


Compliments 

of 

GREENFIELD 
LAUNDRY  CO. 


PATRONIZE  THE  ADVERTISERS 


